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U.5 

ADVERTISE  MEN  T. 

'fY^lJE  plan  of  this  Collcftion  having  been  alrca- 
-*-  dy  iiibmittcd  to  the  reader,  little  remains  bv;; 
to  apologize  for  delay,  which,  it  is  hoped,  Ims  pro 
duced  improvement.  The  fifth  and  fixth  volume 
might  have  appeared  in  1780;  but  it  was  thoughr 
more  advifeable  to  wait  till  the  work  was  entirely 
completed. 

It  cannot  but  be  a  pleafmg  fatisfailion  to  the  Editoi 
to  find  that  what  he  has  laid  before  the  publick  has 
attrafled  the  ^lotice  of  many  gentlemen,  whofe  praiie 
is  real  fame,  and  who  have  jfhewn  their  approbatioR 
by  communications  which  in  no  fmall  degree  adoru 
the  prefent  volumes. 

That  the  biographical  notes  *  have  been  acceptable, 
is  evident  from  their  having  occafioned  a  new  edition 
of  Mr.  DoDSLEY's  Poems  on  a  limilarplan. 

Amono^ 

•-  The  extraA  in  the  former  Advertlfcment,  from  a  Dia~ 
j^jgue  of  Prior,  will  be  ilhiftiated  by  the  following  quo- 
idiion  from  a  Writer  as  amiable  as  he  is  learned,  and  bv 
whofe  kind  hints  the  [-refent  Colledtion  has   been    confidsra- 
bly  benefited  :  "  I  have  lately  been  permitted  to  read  a  cu- 
rious manurcrii-^r,  nov/  in  the  hands  of  her  Grace  the  Duchefs 
Dov/ager  ot"  Portland,  containing  Eliays  and  Dialogues  of  the 
Dead,  on  tlit  following  lubje;5Vs,  by  Prior,      i.  H'-ads   for  s. 
<\ea:;lc  on  Lear;iing.     z.  EiTay  on  0;)inion.     -;.  A. Dialogue 
A  a  J»<.. 


IV  A  D  V  E  R  T  I  S  E  ?.I  E  N  T. 

Among  the  poems  now  exhibited  arc  romc  valuabbe 
originals,  and  a  number  of  academical  verfes  bv  fome 
of  the  moll  diftinguillied  fcholars  of  this  kingdom. — 
If  to  thcic  the  Editor  has  added  a  few  of  his  own  ju- 
venile attempts  at  verfification,  he  hopes,  to  ftand  ex- 
cufed  for  the  prefumption.  They  art  not  numerous, 
and  will  at  Icaft  lerve  as  a  foil  to  the  beauties  with 
^vhich  they  are  furrounded. 

A  variety  of  avocations  having  prevented  the  Eclitor 
from  attending  to  the  Index,  that  laborious  ofHce  has 
been  kindly  undertaken  by  Mr.  Macbean,  whofe 
p.bilities  in  that  line  had  been  before  exerted  in  Dr. 
Johnson's  edition  of  the  Englilh  Poets. 

A  fliort  Index  to  the  Notes  preceded  the  former 
publication;  a:\other  is  here  annexed. 

March  9,  1782.  J.  Nichols. 

tet-vixt  Charles  the  Fifth  and  Clenard  the  Grammarian. 
4.  Betwixt  Locke  and  MontagriC,  5.  The  Vicar  of  Eray  and 
Sir  Thomas  More.  6.  Oliver  Cromwell  and  his  Porter.  If 
thefe  pieces  were  publllhed,  Prior  would  appear  to  be  as  good 
a  profe  writer  as  poet. — Some  valuable  memoirs  of  his  life, 
•%  r:t:en  by  the  Hon.  Mr.  Montagu,  his  friend,  are  alfo  in 
coffvffioii   of   the    Duchefs    Dowager  of    Portland," 

Dr.  ^VART0^',  EJ]ay  m  Pope,  vol.  II.  p.  48Z.* 
i  i.e  .-r.onymous  Imitation  of  Anacreon,  which   is  printed 
ic.  ['.  ?:  5.  of  this  volume,  I  fince    perceive,    is  attributed  to 
Piior,     m   the    late  Colleftion  of  the  Englilh   Poets,    vol. 
3f.XXL„  .  z;o. 
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A      SELECT 
COLLECTION    OF    POEMS. 

EPIGRAM,  BY  BP..  ATTERBURY'^; 

WRITTEN    ON    A    WHITE    FAN    BORROWED    FROM 
MISS    OSBORNE,   AFTERWARDS    HIS    WIFE. 

Tj^LAVI^  the  leaft  and  flighteft  toy 

Can  with.refiftlefs  art  employ  : 
This  Fan  in  meaner  hands  Avould  prove 
.An  engine  of  fmall  force  in  lovej 

Yet 

*  Francis  Atterbury,  born  March  6,  1662,  was  educated 
at  Weftminfter;  and  in  16S0  v/as  ele(?ted  a  ftudent  of  Chrift- 
Church.  In  1693  he  applied  to  the  earl  of  Nottingliam,  to  fuc- 
ceed  to  his  father's  reftory  of  Milton  inBucks;  but,  being  unfuc- 
cefsful,  came  to  London :  where  he  was  foon  diftinguifhed, 
appointed  chaplain  to  king  William,  and  elefted  preacher  at 
Bridewell,  and  leilurer  of  St.  Bride's;  Avhich  laft  office  he 
refigned  in  December  1698.  In  1700  he  was  made  arch- 
deacon of  Totnefs,  by  Sir  Jonathan  Trelawney  bifhop  of 
Exeter;  and,  entering  deeply  into  the  famous  controverfy 
concerning  the  convocation  againft  Dr.  Wake  dean  of  Exeter, 
was  created  dodlor  in  divinity  in  a  manner  which  did  him  fin- 
gnlar  honour.  On  the  accefnon  of  queen  Anne,  he  was  made 
ene  of  her  chaplains ;  and  in  October  1704,  deau  of  Carlille;  in 

J707, 


MISCELLANY     POEMS. 

Yet  {\\c,  with  graceful  air  and  mien, 

iSot  to  be  told,  or  lafclv  ft;cn, 

Directs  its  wanton  motions  fo, 

That  it  wounds  more  tlian  Cupid's  bow ; 


Civfcs 


1707,  canon  rcfidentiary  of  Exeter;  in  1709,  preacher  st 
The  Rolls.  la  17 10  he  was  iinanimoufly  chofen  prolocutor  of 
the  lower  houfe  offconvocation  j  in  171  r  made  deaw  of  Chrifi- 
Church,  Oxford;  in  the  beginning  of  June  171 3,  advanced  to 
the  bUhoprick  of  Rochcfter  and  ceanry  of  Weftnninfter.  Ke 
©fficiated,  as  dean,  at  ihe  coronation  of  kinj  Geoi-ije  the 
Firfl: ;  when  he  received  from  his  tnaiefty  fome  marks  of  per- 
fonal  dilljke,  owing  probably  to  his  having  warmly  efpoufcd 
the  caule  of  Sacheverell,  v/hofe  defence  he  penned  (in  con- 
cert with  Dr.  Smalridge),  and  from  whom  he  afterwards  re- 
ceived a  legacy  of  five  hundred  pounds.  Jn  1715  he  rcfufed 
to  fign  the  declaration  puhlilhed  by  the  Bilhops  againll:  the 
rebellion,  and  was  ever  afterward  in  oppofuion  to  the  court. 
He  was  apprehended  on  fjfplcion  of  treafcm,  and  committed 
to  The  Tower,  Aogurt  2,2,  1722;  but  was  never  brought  to 
trial,  v/h;ch  he  repeatedly  deHrgd.  At  length  abill  wasbrougVc 
into  jarliament,  and  paGTed,  ly  which  he  was  fcntenccd 
to  deprivation  and  banifliment,  and  which  received  the  royal 
affent  May  27,  1723.  It  is  faid  the  king  gave  his  alTent 
to  the  bin  with  regret.  None  of  his  relations,  not  even 
his  own  children,  were  permitted  to  vifit  him  in  his  banllh 
raent,  without  firft  obtaining  leave  under  the  king's  figi^ 
manaal.  Cn  the  18th  of  June  he  left  this  kingdom;  and 
cliedat  Paris,  Feb.  17,  173 1-2.  His  body  was  brought  to 
England,  and  interred  on  the  12th  of  May  following  in 
WeftmlnHcr  Abbey.  Hii  bowels  were  in  an  urn^  thvis  in- 
fcrlbtd, 

«  In 


ON   MISSTOSBORNE'S    FAN.       ^ 

Gives  coolnefs  to  the  matclilefs  dame ; 
To  every  ether  breafl — a  fiarae. 

S  O  N  G, 

*•  In  hae  urna  depolitl  funt  cineres 

Francifci  Atterbury,  Epifcopi  Roffenfis." 

Mr.  Pope's  very  beautiful  epitaph  on  him   is   printed   in   tlie- 

Engliih  Poets,   vol.   XXXIII.  p.  364.    and   the    following 

iiiedited  infcriptiou  has   lately   been  commnnicated  to  me: 

'*  Natus  Martii  vi,  mdclxii. 

In  carcerem  conjeftus  Aug.  xxiv,  mdccxxii. 

Nono  poll  menfe  in  Judicium  adduftus, 

Novoquc  Criminum  k  Teftium  genere  impetitus, 

A£la  dein  per  Septiduum  Causa, 

Et  everfis. 

Turn  viventium,  turn  mortuorum  Teilimoniis'; 

Ne  deeffet  Lex,  qua  ple£li  poflct, 

Lata  efl  tandem  Maii  xxii,  r4Dccxxni, 

Cavete  Polleri  1 

Hoc  Facincris 

Confcivit,  aggreffub  eft,  pcrpetrarit, 

(Epifcoporum  prsecipue  fuffragiis  adjutus,) 

Robcrtui  ifie  Walpols 

Quern  nulla  nefclet  Poftcritas  !"' 

Br.  Atterbury  and  Dr.  Smalridge  married  two  (ifterSi, 
the  daughters  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Olborne,  a  relation  t® 
the  duke  of  Leeds,  who  had  a  benefice  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Oxford,  and  taught  the  French  language  to  the 
young  gentlemen  at  the  viniverfity.  By  his  lady  Dr.  At- 
terbury had  iflue  one  fon,  Oiborne  Atterbury,  and  two 
iriog'.rers.    The  fon;  who  was  educated  at  Chrift  Church 
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SONG, 

TAXEN    FROM    BP.   ATTERBURv's   OWN    H  AN  U- W  Txl  T  ING '*.  . 

Tn^AIR  Sylvia,  ceafe  to  blame  my  youth 

For  having  lov'd  before  ; 
So  men,  till  they  have  Icain'd  the  truth, 
Strange  deities  adore. 

In  Oxford,  went  to  The  Eaft  Indies,  whence  he  returned. 
in  l'j-^2,  and  fucccedcd  to  the  cll^ate  of  his  uncle.  Dr. 
Lewis  Atterbury,  at  Great  Houghton  in  Korrhamptonihire, 
then  worth  about  4ocl.  a  year.  After  fome  time,  he  w.>c 
ordained  by  his  father's  great  rival,  Biihop  Hondly  ;  and 
obtained  the  living  of  Oxhill  in  Warwicklhire,  in  June 
1746.  A  letter  from  the  Biihop  to  this  fon  will  appear  in 
his  Epiftolary  Correfpondence.  One  of  the  Bllhop's  daugh- 
ters died  fingle  ;  the  other,  his  favourite,  was  n^airicd  to 
William  Morice,  Efq.  the  high-bail:ff  of  Weftminller.  I  hope 
fpeedily  to  lay  before  the  puhlick  fame  farther  particulars 
of  this  truly  elegant  Writer,  with  two  volumes  of  his  Epif- 
iolary  Correfpondence. 

*  On  the  fame  authority  I  afcribe  the  elegant  little  for.g 
in  vol.  III.  p.  19 r.  to  this  accomplilhed  Prelate;  and  alfo  the 
Imitation  of  Theocritus,  which  is  pnnied  anonymoufly  vol. 
I.  p.  99.  under  the  title  of  *'  The  Honey  Stealer."  In  the 
Biihop's  copy  it  is  called  "The  Bee;"'  and  the  four  firlt  . 
lilies  are  here  copied,  as  containing  fome  flight  variations :  . 

**  Cupid,  the  arche£r  rogue  alive, 

One  day  w.?s  plundering  of  a  hive, 

But  as  with  too,  too  cagrr  hade 

He  v.-ent  the  liquid  fweets  to  talie,"  &c. 
Ih   1.    9,  the  Eifhop  has  altered  '<  fpurn'd"  to  "  beat."  1.  to, 
»*fhafi''u"  to  "  chia"'d  ;'  and  1.  12,  ''  angry"  to  "  wafpiih." 

My 


•SONG  BY  BP.  ATTERBURY.  *5 

My  heart,  'tis  true,  hath  often  rang'd 

Like  bees  on.gaudy  flowers, 
And  many  a  thoiifand  loves  hath  chang'd 

Till  it  was  fix'd  on  yours. 
But,  Sylvia,  when  I  law  thofe  eyes, 

'Twas  foon  determin'd  there, 
Stars  might  as  well  forfake  the  fkies, 

And  vanilh  into  air. 
XVhen  I  from  this  great  rule  do  err, 

New  beauties  to  adore  ; 
May  .1  again  turn  wanderer. 

And  never  fettle  more  ! 

EPIGRAM,  BY  BISHOP  ATTERBURY, 

"  VIVITE,    AIT,    FUGIO." 

T    Abentem  tacito  quifquis  pedeconfpicis  umbram, 
■^^  Si  fapis,  haec  audis  :  Vivite,  nam  fugio. 
Utilis  ell  oculis,  ncc  inutilis  auribus  umbra  j 
Dum  tacet,  exclamat,  Vivite,  nam  fugio, 

E  P  1  T  A  P  H  %     BY     THE     SAM  E, 

IN  ST.  BOTOLPH'5   CHURCH,  BISHOPSGATE, 

TTIC  conjunda  fuo  recubat  Francifca  marito, 
"^"*-  Et  cinis  eft  unus  quse  fuit  una  caro. 
Hue  cineres  concire  luos  foror  Anna  jubebat, 

Corpora  fic  uno  pulvere  trina  jacent. 
liie  opifex  rerum  Omnipotens,  ^ui  trinus  &  unus, 

Pulvere  ab  hoc  uno,  corpora  trina  dabit. 

*  I  give  this  epitaph  conjeclurally  to  the  Biihop,  having 
been  found  among  his  papers.  Two  tranllations  of  u  may  be 
feen  in  Gent.  Mag.  1754,  P*  *2*^* 

z  HO- 
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HORACE,  BOOK  I.  PART  OF  EPIST.  X. 

/^Ervus  equum,  pugna  melior,  communibus  herbis 
^^  Pellebat.j  donee  Juinor  in  certaminc  longo 
Imploravit  opes  homlnis  fraenumque  recepit. 
Scd  poftquam  vi6lor  violens  dilcelfit  ab  hofte, 
Non  equitem  dorlb,  non  fra?num  depulit  ore. 


THUS  IMITATED-  BY  BISHOP  ATTERBURY. 

THE  horfe  and  flag,  in  common  pafturc  bred, 

-Difputed  for  the  fpot  on  which  they  fed  : 

With  heels  and  head,  long  was  the  ftrife  purfued. 

And  combat  after  combat  ftill  rencAv'd, 

Till,  worfted  in  the  frav,  the  horfe  began 

To  quit  the  field,  and  crav'd  the  aid  of  man, 

Who  mounted  on  his  back     —     —     — 

And  now,  obedient  to  the  whip  and  fpur, 
The  Vanquilh'd  triumph'd  o'er  the  Vanquiftier-, 
But  loft  his  freedom,  while  the  prize  he  gain'd. 
And  was,  for  ever  after,  rode  and  rein'd. 
Britain  beware,  the  tale  is  told  to  thee  j 
Free,  as  thou  art,  fo  Hill  continue  free  ! 

*  Sec  other  Imitations  of  this  Epiftle  hi  vol.  III.  p.  I79. 
iind  vol.  II.  p.  131.  Another  imitation  of  Horace  by  Bp. 
Atterbury  is  pripted  (though  without   his  nime)   in  vol.  I, 


H  O- 
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HORACE,      BOOK     III.    ODE    IX. 
TRANSLATED  BY  BP.  ATTERBURY*. 

HORACE. 

"IXTHILST  I  was  fond,  and  you  were  kind. 

Nor  any  dearer  youth,  reclin'd 
On  your  foft  bofom,  fought  to  reft, 
Phraates  was  not  half  fo  blefl. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 
Whilft  you  ador'd  no  other  face, 
Kor  lov'd  me  in  the  fecond  place. 
My  happy  celebrated  fame 


*  "  Perhaps  no  Ode  of  Horace  hath  fo  frequently  been  trani^ 
lated,  as  the  Dialogue  between  him  and  Lydia.  This  wc 
have  often  been  furprized  at,  as  certainly  there  is  nothing  ex* 
traordinary  in  the  Ode  itfelf.  The  chief  thing  iliat  recom- 
mends it,  is  the  eafy  elegance  and  graccfulncfs  of  its  expref- 
fion,  which  is  probably  the  reafon  why  it  hath  been  fo  popu- 
lar, and  hath  produced  fuch  a  number  of  imitators  ;  of  whom, 
however,  few  have  fuccecded.  Of  all  the  veriions  of  it  that 
we  recoiled  at  prefent,  Atterbury's  is  by  far  the  bed.  Were 
we  not  afraid  of  offending  our  claffical  readert,  we  flionld 
almoft  be  tempted  to  fay,  that  it  is  equal  to  the  original  ;  a 
thing  which  can  fcarcely  ever  be  faid  of  the  tranflations  of 
J-Ioracc."    Dr.  Kip  pis,  in  Biog.  Brit, 

H  H  0  R  AG  E, 
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H  O  R  A  C   E. 

Me  Chloe  now  poflefles  whole, 
Her  voice  and  lyre  command  my  fouU 
Nor  would  I  death  itfelf  decline, 
Could  her  life  ranfom'd  be  with  mine. 

L  Y  D  J  A. 

For  me  young  lovely  Calais  burns, 
And  warmth  for  warmth  my  heart  returns,        ^ 
Twice  would  I  life  with  eafe  refign, 
Could  bis  be  ranfom'd  once  with  mine. 

HORACE. 
What  if  fwcct  Love,  whofe  bands  we  broke. 
Again  fhould  tame  us  to  the  yoke  ; 
Should  banilh'd  Chloe  ceafe  to  reign. 
And  Lydia  her  loft  power  regain  ? 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Though  Hefperus  be  Icfs  fair  than  he, 
Thou  wilder  than  the  raging  fea, 
Lighter  than  down  ;  yet  gladly  I 
With  thee  would  live,  with  thee  would  die"'^. 

*  The  variations  in  this  and  the  follov/ir.g  Ode  are 
po-n'^fd  out  ill  vol.  VIIL  p.  301.  Some  fpecimens  of  Bifhop 
Ar:crtiury's  excellence  in  Latin  poetry  are  exhibited  in  the 
pr'?!cnt  volume,  p.  7 — 10.  He  was  alfo  author  of  an  ex- 
cellent poem,  under  the  title  of  "  Feftum  Luli^rale,  feu  Bap- 
**  tizatio  ruftica  ;"  which,  being  too  long  for  infertion  here. 
Will  be  printed  with  his  Epiftolary  Correfpondence. 

HORACE, 


il  O  R  A  C  E,     BOOK    IV.    ODE    III. 
IMITATED     BY    DR.    ATTERBCJRY*: 

rO  HIS  MUSE,   BY   WHOSE    FAVOUR    HE    ACQJJIRE5 
IMiMORTAL    FAME. 

YT  E,  on  whofe  birth  the  Lyric  Queen 
•*-  -*•    Of  numbers  fmil'd,  Ihalbhever  grace 
The  Ifthmian  gauntlet,  nor  he  fecn 
Firll  in  the  fam'd  Olympic  Lace. 

*  *'  Any  one  who  hath  a  gjenius  for  poetry,  fays  a  learned 
^.'orrefpondent,  will  agree  with  me  in  wiihing  that  Atterbury 
had  never  had  any  other  occupation  but  poetry.  His  fame  as  a 
politician  or  a  divine  is  not  equal  to  what  he  deferves  for  this 
tranflation,  which  is,  without  exception,  the  beft  in  any  lan- 
guage that  I  have  met  with."  This,  undoubtedly,  is  carrying" 
the  encomium  on  Dr.  Atterbury's  poetical  talent  very  far  ; 
and  yet  we  can  fiercely  venture  to  fay  that  it  is  carried  too  far. 
There  is  fomething  fo  exceedingly  beautiful  in  the  fpecimens 
which  are  given  of  his  early  turn  for  poetry,  that  it  is  greatly 
to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  more  direft  his  thoughts  that 
way.  The  trinflation  of  this  Ode  is  in'therhigheft  degree 
beautiful.  The  Ode  itfelf,  in  the  original,  is  peculiarly  ex- 
cellent and  delightful;  and  Dr.  Atterbury  hath  moft  happilv 
fucceeded  in  clothing  it  in  an  Englifl:!  drefs.  It  was  judicious 
in  Dr.  Francis  not  to  attempt  a  new  verfion  of  this  Ode,  after 
fo  admirable  a  one  was  furniihed  to  his  hands.  And  he  juftly 
obferves,  that  by  Bilhop  Atterbury's  fuccefs  we  may  be  con- 
vinced that  it  Is  not  impofTible  to  render  Horace  into  Englilh  ■ 
■without  any  great  lofs  of  his  original  beaaties."     Kip  pis. 

^3  H^ 
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He  (hall  not,  after  toils  of  war, 

And  taming  haughty  monarchs  pride, 
With  laurel'il  brows  confpicucus  far, 

To  Jovt;'s  Tarpeian  remp'e  ride. 
But  him  the  ft;  earns,  that  warbling  fibw- 

Rich  Tybev's  flowery  meads  along, 
And  thady  groves  (his  haunts)'lhall  know 

The  mafter  of  the  JEoYnn  fong. 
The  fons  of  Rome,  majeftic  Rome  ! 

Have  nx'dme  in  the  Poers  choir, 
And  Envy  now,  or  dead  or  dumb, 

Forbear  to  blame  what  they  admire. 
Goddefs  of  the  fweet-founding  lute. 

Which  thy  harmonious  touch  obeys. 
Who  caaft  the  finny  race,  thoLfgh  mute. 

To  cvgnets  dying  accents  raife  ; 
Thy  gift  ic  is,  that  all  with  eafe 

My  new  unrival'tl  iionours  own  ; 
That  I  fiill  livcj  and  iirir.g  pleaTe, 

O  Goddefs,.  is  thy  gift  alone. 

S   O  L  I  L  O   Q^U   Y       OF       C  A  T  O*. 

A  C  T.     V,        S  C  E  N.    I. 

lY     DR.     A  ITER  BURY. 

SI  C,  fic  fe  habere  rem  neceiTe  prorsus  eft,. 
Ratione  vincis,  do  lubens  manus,  Plato. 
Quid  enim  dediffet,  quae  dedit  fruftra  nihiL. 

-^Eter- 

*  Foreign  nations  have  done  this  tsagedy  ac  mucji  honour 
as  our  own  }   and  indeed  it  i»  one  of  thofe  few  performances 

^hich 


SOLILOQUY    OF    CATO.  7 

^ternitatis  infitam  cupidinem 
Nafura  ?  Quorfum  hie  dulcis  expe6latio ; 
Vltscque  non  explenda  melioris  fitis  ? 
Qijid  vult  fibi  aliud  ifle  redeundi  Tn  nihil 
Horror,  fub  imis  quemque  agens  prsecordiis  ? 
Cur  territa  in  fe  refugit  anima,  cur  tremit 
Attonita,  quoties,  morte  ne  pereat,  timet  ? 
Barticula  nempe  eft  cuique  nafcenti  indita 
jDivinior  ;  quas  corpus  incolens  agft; 
llominique  fuccinic,  tua  eft  asternitas. 
^tcrnitas !  O  luhricum  nimis  afpici, 
lilixtumque  dulcl  gaudium  formidine  ? 

Qux  demigrabitur  alia  hinc  in  corpora? 
Quae  terra  mo?:  incognita?  Qliis  orbis  novusj- 
Manet  incolendus  ?  Qjjanta  erit  mutatio  ? 
Hsec  intuenti  fpatia  mihi  quaqua  patent 
Tmmenfa  :  (td  caliginofa  nox  premit  j 
l*^ec  luce  data  vuk  videri  fingula* 

which  cannot  receive  more  honour  than  It  deferves'.  It  was 
irannated  more  than  once  into  French,  obtained  two  Italian 
v^rfions,  and  has  been  either  tranflated  or  imitated  in  the 
German  language.  Sut  the  greatell  honour  that  was  ever 
done  to  it,  was  the  putting  the  Soliloquy  of  Gato,  which  is 
perhaps  the  nobleil  thing  in  our  language,  into  a  Latin  drefs, 
which  might  have  been  road  with  admiration,  even  by  the 
criticks  in  the  court  of  Auguftus.  Fame  has  attributed  this 
to  Bilhop  Atterbury  ;  and,  as  it  was  fuperlatively  fine,  the 
world  thought  Fanle  in  the  right,  and  fo-it  proved,  Eiog, 
Brie.  1778,  voL  I.  p;  30, 

B  4-  Fig£n- 
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Figcndus  hic  pes  ;  c.erta  funt  hai-c  'na£lenus ;. 
hi  quod  gubernet.  numen  bumanum  genus, 
(Ac,  qxiotl  gubernet,  efle.  clamant  omnia) 
Virtute  non  gaudere  certe.non.  poteft  : 
>Jec  efle  non  beata,  qua  gaudcr,  poteft. 
Sed  qua  beata  fede.?  Qn^ove  in, tern  pore  ? 
ilxc  quanta  quanta  terra,  tora  eil  Caefaris. 
Qaiu  dubius  b*ret  animus  ufque  adto. ?  Brevi 
ll'iz  notlum  hic  omnem  expedier.    Arma  en  iiuluor, 
[  E^Ji  jfianupi  admaivens. 
In  urramque  partem  fafta ;  qup^que  vim  inferant^ 
Kt  vquse  propulfent !  Dextera  intentant  neceni. 
Vitam  fmiilra  :  Vulnus  hacc  dabit  manus  ;  , 
Altera  medelam  vulneris  :  Hic  ad  exitum 
Deducet,  iflu  funplici ;  haec  vetant  mori. 
Ssccura  ridet  anima  mucronis  minas, 
Enfefque  flridos,  interire  nefcia. 
Fxiinoruet  atas  udera  dluturnior  : 
iEiPte  iani^uens  ipfe  fol  obicurius 
Emitt^it  orbi  conl'enefcenti  jubar : 
Natura  et  ipfa  ientiet  quondam  vices 
JEcatis ;   annis  ipfa  dehciet  gravis  : 
A-t  tibi  juventus,  at  tibi  immorialitas  : 
Tibi  parta  divum  eft  vita.     Periment  mutui; 
Ekmenra  Mt  et  interibunr  ittibus  : 
Tu  permanebis  fola  femper  integra, 
Tu  cuncla  rerum  qualla,  cunfta  naufraga, 
jam  porta  in  ipfo  tuta,  contemplabere. 
Compage  rupta,  corruent  in  fe  invicem, 
Orbefque  fra£^is  ingerentur  orbibus; 
IllEEia  tu  fedebis  extra  fragmina. 

IN 
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LN    OBITUM    ^*****    SHIRLEY, 

BY     DR.     ATTERBURY'i^.. 

T~\  U  M  te  cauoiai  rurba  fciens  lyrje, . 
Urgent  adeprum  flcbilibus  modis. 
Hoc,  dulcis  Umbra,  ne  reculcs 
Officium  tenuis  Camsnae. 

''^  This  author's  ikill  in  Latin  verfe  is  evident  from  the 
wrfion  of  "  Abfalom  and  Achitophel,"  whilft  ftudent  of 
Ghrift  ChurcV.  In  ''  The  General  DlAionary"  it  is  fu'ppofed 
that  he  tranflated  Virgil's  Georgicks  into  Engliih.  Iffuch 
3  work  exifts,  there  is  net  a  man  of  tafte  but  would  wifh  to 
ice  it.  How  clolely  the  Bilhop  had  ihidied  Virgil, .is  ap- 
parent from  the  elegant  diirertaticn  on  the  Japyx  of  that 
divine  poet ;  in  which  he  endeavourc  to  provcj  that  under  the 
charafter  of  Japyx,  Antonius  Mufa,  an  eminent  phyfician 
and  a  polite  fcholar  at  Rome  in  the  reign  of  Auguftus,  was 
iptend<-d  to  be  defcrilied.  The  Bjihqp  is  faid  to  have  fcnt  his 
vtifion  of  the  Georgicks  to  a  frien-d  with  the  following  verfes_, 
viz. 

<« Hxc  ego  liifi 

"  Ad  S£quar.3e.rlpas,^Thamefino  a  tlumlnc  longe, 
<♦- Jam  fenior,  fraftufque  fed  ipsa  morte,  meorum, 
*<  Q^oos  colul,  patriaeque  memor,  neque  degener  ufquam." 
Which  have  been  thus  paraphrafed  : 

"  Thus  where  the  Seine  through  realms  of  flavcry  ftray&j 
With  fportive  verie  I  wing  my  tedious  days  ; 
Far  from  Britannia's  happy  climate  torn, 
Bow'd  down  with'  age,  and- with  difeafcs  worn  ;' 
Yet  ev'n  in  death  laft  a  fteady  part, 
And  ftill  my  friends  and  country  'Hi'are  my  heart."'    N. 

Cui 
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Cui  fi  favebir  Phcebus  amicior. 
Tot  ilia  Fama!,  chare Puer,  tuac" 

Apponet  annos,  quot  caducse 

Mors  aduiiic  proptrata  vit^e. 

Non  hie  fideles  quod  bene  feceris,- 
Charts  filebunt,  re  Pudor  &  Fides>. 

Commendat,  integrique  mores, 

Et  decorans  bene  nata  virtus. 
Prxfens  fugaccm  f:fl;crc  fpiritum 
Heu  !  nulla  Virtus,  nee  Pietas  nioramy 

Pudorve,  febri  lu£Vuofe 

Attulit  indomitaeque  morri. 
Ouid  ilia  velox  profuir  indoles 
Aut  mens  virilis  ?  Omnium  breve, 

Virtutis  ajvum  I  prapcoeifque 

Ingenij  fragiles  honores. 
Sic  mille  ffores  inter  amabiles 
l^arcillus  hoiti  glorin,  verticem 

Attollit  aire,  mox  rcclincm 

Sternit  humi  pluvialis  Auller. 

TO  CUPID.  BY  LUCY  LADY  V/HARTON^ 

Q  P  T  T  E  of  thy  Godhead,  powerful  Love, 
*^  I*  will  my  torments  hide  ; 
For  what  avails,  if  life  muff  prove 
A  facrifice  to  pride  ? 

*  Second  wife  to  the  marquis,  and  motlier  to  the  duke  of' 
Wharton.  She  was  daughter  to  Adam  Lefiey  baron  Lifburne 
ill  the  kingoom  of  Ireland.     Nt 

Pride, 


T   o       e   u   r   r  D  « 

Pride,  thou  'rt  become  my  Goddefs  now. 

To  thee  I  'li  altars  rear; 
To  rhce  each  morning  pay  my  vow, 

And  oflTer  every  tear. 

But  oh  !  fhould  my  Philander  frown, 

Once  take  your  injur'd  part; 
I  foon  (hould  cail  that  idol  down^ 

And  offer  him  my  heart. 

THE  LAMENTATIONS  OF  JEREMTAH 
PARAPHRASED  BY  MRS.  WHARTON*. 

ARGUMENT    OF    CHAP.    I. 

Ver.  1.  The  miferable  eftate  of  Jerufalem  by  reafon  of  her. 
iin.  12.  She  coraplaineth  of  her  grief.'  18.  And  co»feI^ 
feth  God's  judgements  to  be  righteous. 

[See  the  whole  chapter,  voL  I.  p.  53. J 

ARGUMENT    OF    CHAP.    11. 

Tar  1.  Jeremiah  lamentcth  the  miferies  of  Jerufalem.  2cr.- 
He  coniplaineth  thereof  to  God. 

3  TTOW  hath  the  Lord  with  gloomy  clouds  o'er- 

"^       fpread 
The  face  of  Zion,  and  her  glories  hid  ! 
Hovv  is  fhe  now  cafV  down  !  her  beauties  fled  I 
Her  crimes  do  all  her  former  brightncfs  blot, 
And  his  paft  favours  now  are  cjpite  forgot. 


) 


•'*■  Anne,  firft  wife  of  the  marquis. — This  Paraphrafe   wai 
written  before  (he  was  married.    See  vol,  I.  \\  53.  11.  p.  329. 

in.  44.  IV.  356.  N. 

iThe 
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■^  The  Lord  harh  brought  her  habitations  low, 
Ev'n  to  the  ground,  and  made  her  princes  bow; 
Her  angry  Lord  would  now  no  p«ty  fiiew. 

3  The  pride  of  Ifrael  is  now  no  more  ! 
Who  is  it  can  her  glories  paft  reftore  ? 
The  mighty  Lord,  who  did  her  foes  fubduc, 
Is  now  her  foe,  and  doth  her  fall  puriue. 
Hi'^  kindled  vvrach  deilioys  like  flaming  fire. 
And  in  that  flame  her  comforts  all  expire. 

4  Her  pleafanrncfs  is  by  the  Lord  defac'd, 
\yho,  like  an  enemy,  her  ruin  haftes; 

Her  former  glories  defoiate  and  wafte,. 
His  fiery  wrath  doth  all  her  beauties  blail. 

5  Her  mi^hcv  enemy  harh  now  o'crtiirown 
Her  iirength,  and  all  her  palaces  caft  down. 
That  ftrength  he  gave  her,  he  liath  ta'en  away, 
And  with  that  ftrength  her  comforts  all  decay. 

6  His  tabernac4e,  both  her  pride  and  joy. 
He  '11  violently. in  his  wrsth  dertroy  j 

Her  bright  aflemblits  are  by  him  dif^.rac'd. 
Forgotten  arc  tier  fabhaths  and  her  feai^s, 
Defpis'd  and  fham'd  her  princes  and  her  prieHs. 

7  Even  his  altar  is  by  him  forlorn, 
His  fanftuary  is  become  their  fcorn  ; 
Her  palaces  the  fcornful  foe  betrays, 

Ev'n  in  thy  houfe,  fo  us'd  to  prayer  and  praife, 
The  wanton  foe  tunes  his  ungodly  lays. 

S  Htr  fwift  deriruciion  is  from  Heaven  ferr, 
The  Lord  hach  purpos'd,  and  will  not  relent; 
Her  people  languifh  round  her  finking  walls. 
Her  (Irength  decays,  and  all  Ivjr  glory  fallb. 


} 


} 
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9  Her  bars  are  broke  whereon  her  flrength  depends. 
So  fure  his  ruin  which  the  Lord  intends. 
H^r  gitaz  are  funk,  e'vn  to  the  ground  bow'd  down, 
Her  kings  and  princes,  are  to  bondage  gone. 
Her  laws  are  peri (h'd,  and  her  Prophets  now 
(Once  powerful  and  pleas'd)  no  wonders  Ihow, 
Blinded  in  ignorance,  no  vifions  know. 

lo  See,  Zion,  how  thy  wretched  elders  mourn, 
Thepride  of  nations  is  become  tlieir  fccrn, 
O'erprefl;  with  gfic:f,  they  languifli  on  the  ground, 
Whilll  difmal  filence  mournfully  goes  round, 
And  no  words  heard,  where  can  no  joys  be  found. 
Their  ornaments  are  with  their  comforts  fled, 
Sackcloth  they  wear,  and  aihes  on  their  head, 
Becaufe  thy  comforts,  Zion.  all  are  dead. 
Daughter  of  Zion,  now  with  fliame  call  down,    '• 
rSee,  how  with  care  thy  virgins  are  o'ercome. 
Their  mournful  heads  with  grief  prcll:  to  the  ground, 
'Whilft  Ihowets  of  tpars  do  all  their  beauties  drown. 

1 1  My  fpirits  fail,  my  eyes  are  blind  with  tears, 
My  ftrength  decays,  and  my  heart  fmks  with  cares^ 
To, fee  the^fall  of  this  unhgppy  land, 
Tiiat  fwlft  de(lru(Si:ion  which  none  can  withftand. 
The  weeping  children  perifii  at. the  breafl, 
Th'  unhappy  mother  's  caativ'd  and  oppreft. 

,12  In  ftretts  they  cry  for  food.fiom  day  to  day, 
Till,  wearied  out,  at  length  their  flrengths  decay. 
Thus  the  tir'd  mournful  infants  pine  away, 
.And  to  fierce  hunger  fall  th'  inglorious  prey; 
Whilll:  the  kind  mother,with  jufi:  grief  diftreO, 
Bxceivcs  their  fouL  into  her  trembling  bread. 

15  What 
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13  VVh?.t  fl)?.ll  I  fav,  what  mav  allay  thy  grief? 
By  whar  comparifons  tliy  cares  relieve"? 

Were  any  gricv'ii  like  iliec,  thine  would  be  IcFn, 
But  they  can  ne'er  be  liken'd  or  expi efs'd. 
Whilft  fees  cf  forrosv  drownth'  unhappy  city, 
She's  robb'd  of.psace,  and  defntute  of  pity. 

14  Ev'n  thofe  in  whom  thou  truft'ft  to  be  rtliev'd,  ^ 
Thy  Prophets  are  deceiving  and  dcceiv'd,        giicv'd;  > 
^\nd  ne'er  have  known  the  caufe   for   which  thou'r-^J 
Falle  fauks  they  invenrcd,  and  the  true  ones  hid, 
Alas !  their  kowledge  with  their  freedom  's  fled. 

.15   All  that  paf^by  rejoice  to  fee  her  fhanie, 
And  fcornfuUy  applaud  her  ruin'd  fame. 
"Is  this, fay  they,  the -joy  of  the  whole  earth. 
From  whence  all  beauty  hatli  deriv'd  its  birth? 
Unhappy  land  !  -if  this  perfe'6lion  be, 
None  would  be-perfe<5t,  to  become  like  thee  !" 

16  Her  enemies,  who  long  her  ruin  fought, 
.Rejoice  to  fee  her  to  deAru6iion  brought. 
They  triumph,  whilft  they  careleflly  invade, 
And  her  pall:  glories  wantonly  upbraid. 

17  The  Lord  hath  faid,  his  mercies  he  would  fever 
'From  this  vile  land  ;  his  word  endures  for  ever. 
He  faid  her  foes  Ihouh 
.Behold  hec  now,  by  God  and  man  forlorn, 
To  each  infulting  enemy  afcornl 

18  Call  to  the  Lord,  oh  Zion  ;  let  thy  tears 
If  podl'Dle,  cxprcfs  thy  miglity  cares. 

Give  way  to  forrow,  and  admit  no  eafe, 
Till  thou  the  anger  of  the  Lord  appeafc. 

c  Then 


'} 
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Then  may'ft  thou  triumph,  as  thy  foes  decreafe, 
Then  fliall  thv  torments  fly,  and  forrovvs  ceale, 
And  once  again  Jerufalem  have  peace. 

19  Call  to  the  Lord  ;  and  he  may  pity  ihow^ 
Let  deluges  of  rears  the  land  o'erflow ; 
■Soon  as  tlie  morning  glads  the-  world  with  light, 
<^ry  to -the  Lord,Tfrora  noon  to  gloomy  night; 
Cry  for  the  infants  with  wild  hunge;  pin'd, 
The  tender  infants  with  .their  tears  grown  blind  .s 
Cry  ra  the  Lord,  perhaps  he'll  yet  be  kind, 
And  Zion,  yet,  perhaps  may  mercy  find. 

20  Cor^iider,  Lord,  to  whom  this  difmal  end 
Thy  anger  haih  impartialiv  ordain'd. 
Not  only  infants  with  the  mothers  pine, 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  land  decline  ; 
That  blellcd  land,  which  thou  once  calledft  thine. 
That  land,  which  all  the  world  did  once  outfhine  ! 
But  upon  thee  in  vain  the  prophets  call, 
The  mournful  prieft  no  pkv  finds  at  all  ; 
Within  thy  gates  both  prieft  and  prophet  fall. 

21  Both  young  and  old  lie  gafping  on  the  ground, 
"No  help,  no  eafe,  no  comfort,  can  be  found  ; 
Whilfl  none  deplores,  and  none  can  help  afForc^ 
The  youth  and  virgins  periih  by  the  fword. 

This,  mightv  Lord,  is  in  thine  anger  done; 
Thy  fiery  wrath  thv  mercy  hath  overcome. 

2.i   Thou  haft  cali'd  terrors  round  about  my  head. 
And  none  elcap'd,  none  from  thv  anger  fled. 
All  that  was  mine,  abs  !  the  foe  deftroys, 
My  firength,  my  )iclp,  my  hope,  aad  all  mv  joys. 

AR- 
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ARHUMENT    OF    CHAP.    III. 

Vf  r.  I.  The  faithful  bewail  their  calamities,  zz.  By  tlif 
mercy  of  God  they  nourilh  their  hope.  37.  They  acknow- 
ledge God's  Juftice.  5.5.  Tht-y  pray  for  deliveraucc.  C4. 
And  vengeance  on  rkcir  enemies. 

T  AM. the  man  fo  Ui'd  to  grief  and  pain, 
■■•  My  weary  eyes  can  now  no  light  fuftain. 

2  The  Lord  hath  dons  it;  why  fiiould  I  coinplain? 

3  He  rais'd  himfclf  againft  me  all  the  day. 

4  My  heart  is  tired,  and  my  ftrengths  decay, 
iMy  g'ladnefs  and  my  youth  are  fled  away. 

5  He  fortifies  himfclf  againft  his  flave  ; 

6  And  makes  my  habitation  like  the  grave, 
:Dark,  and  in  folitude,  yet  dill  in  pains  : 

7  The  only,  proof  of  life  that  yet  remains. 
My  load  of  giief  is  weightier  than  my  chains. 

8  He  hides  himfclf  from  me  when  I  complain, 
Yet  I  renew  the  mifcrable  ftrain  ;     ' 
And  love  to  fue  to  him  though  'tis  in  vain. 

9  Within  I  am  inclos'd  on  every  fide. 
Abroad  my  paths  are  defolate  and  wide. 

to  His  terrors  fright  my  foul  where'er  I  go  ; 
I  fhun  my  Lord,  as  1  would  (hun  a  foe. 

II  He  's  now  my  foe,  and  hath  my  ftrength  caft 
And  left  me  defolate,  my  hopes  o'crthfown  ;  [down, 
My  angry  Lord  Ivath  left  me  all  alone. 

III  dread  the  ihafts  which  from  his  anger  flv, 
They  cleave  my  heart,  and  make  me  wifti  to  die. 

*3  But  death,  when  it  is  fought,  is  never  nigh. 

14  To 
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14  To  my  own  people  I  become  a  fcorn, 
Bccaufc  by  God  afflifted  and  forlorn. 

I  c  My  forrows  are  my  food  and  drink  eacb  day.      "^ 

16  My  bealth,  my  flrength,  and  all  my  hopes  decay.  )■ 

17  Peace  and  profperlty  are  fled  away,  J 
iS   No  health,  no  help,  no  pitv,  he'll  afford  ; 

My  hope  and  (Ircngth  are  penfli'd  from  the  Lord. 

19  Thus  faid  I,  when  1  thought  upon  my  pains, 
Thofe  bitter  torments  which  my  foul  fuftains. 

20  That  grief  which  ever  in  my  thought  remains, 
Whofe  weight  hath  humbled  me  l)evond  my  chains. 

21  Thefe  thoughts  do  oft  return  into  my  mind. 
And  in  thcle  thoughts  alone  I  comfort  find. 

zz  The  Lord  hath  pity  yet,  as  well  as  power; 
Had  he  not  mercy,  we  were  now  no  more. 

i3   Who  can  the  wonders  of  his  truth  repeat"? 
Kis  mercies  ftill  are  new,  and  ever  great. 

2^  Tiie  Lord  is  good,  from  him  tny  hope  T  '11  take, 

zt,  For  them  that  feck  him  he  uill  not  forfake. 

zb  ' Tis  good  to  hope  and  patiently  attend  -^ 

That  quiet  which  the  Lord  at  laR  may  fend  ;  !> 

•'Tis  patience  far  o'erpaid  when  God  's  thy  friend.  -^ 

27  'Tis  good  at  hrft  to  bear  th'  aiHicling  rod,  ^ 

For  youth,  when  profperous,  is  vain  and  proud.  *j> 

And  what  is  i)ert  is  ftill  ordainVl  by  God.  J 

20  Yet  difmal  filence  does  mv  fpirlts  wound,  -\ 

When  neither  peace  nor  comfort  can  be  found,  > 

29  I  bow  my  humble  head  ev'n  to  the  grounJ,  J 
To  feek  for  hope;    and  am  io  low  become,  -^ 

30  That  ev'n  reproaches  are  with  patience  bcrne,  > 
And  to  the  infuking  foe  Tm  made  a  fcorn.  J 

\"oL.  V.  C  3/    iilit 
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31  But  yet  the  Lord  will  not  foifake  rr.c  ever  j 
And  though  a  while  his  mercies  he  doth  fever, 

3i   At  length  lie  will  my  weary  foul  deliver. 

33   Unwillingly  he  punilliet'n,  and  flow;  -\ 

But  all  his  works  do  his  compalTion  ihow,  > 

His  unexhautled  mercies  ever  flow.  J 

54  All,  who  injuftice  do,  his  foul  diuhins, 
Such  as  add  weiglit  to  weary  captives'  chains. 

35  That  hardy  fool,  who,  fcarlefs  of  his  powers, 

36  Dares  turn  afide  from  right,  the  Lord  abhors. 

37  Whofe  firength  's  like  his?  whofc  word  like  hisis 
The  Lord's  commands  for  ever  will  endure.  [furc  ? 

3S  Hath  not  God  power?  Whate'er  he  wills  is  beil:. 

39  Then  why  complain  we  when  for  fins  opprelV? 

40  Ah  !  let  us  rather  feek  to  find  our  fault, 

41  And  cry  to  him  ere  to  dcflru6lion  brought. 

42  ^^'e  have  tranfgrefs'd,  we  have  rebell'd;  and  thou 
DoCi  neither  pardon  yet  nor  pity  Ihow. 

43  Thy  fiery  wraths  againfl  us  yet  remain,  ^ 

44  Thou  haft  not  pitied,  though  we  flill  complain,    ? 

45  But  hid'ft  thyfelf,  and  doii  our  prayers  diftiain.   J 

46  From  conquering  foes  ev'n  fcorn  is  calmly  borne  ; 
But  we  are  now  to  every  one  a  fcorn. 

47  Fear  and  deftruction  now  is  ever  near  ; 
Yet  our  fwift  men  do  antedate  our  fear, 
And  hardly  give  us  leifure  to  defpair. 


48  For  this  each  night  I  drown  myfelf  in  tears, 

49  For  this  I  wafte  myfelf  wi:h  weary  care 


} 
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res.      J 


Becaufe  ev'n  thought's  lefs  active  than  our  fnar 
5c  And  fill  the  Lord  look  down  and  pity  fend, 
5.1  Mv  foul  will  drooD,  mv  forrowsknow  no  entJ, 
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To  fee  chat  fwlfc  (le{l:ru61ion  which  depends 
Thy  daughters,  Zion,  deftitute  of  friends  ; 
Ahs !   what  ruin  's  this  the  Lord  intends? 

52  Mine  enemies  o'crtake  ;  I  vainly  fly  r  > 

53  Wearied  with  chains,  as  vainly  vvifh  to  die.  f 

54  For  neither  help,  nor  hope,  nor  death,  is  nigh- 
•55     With  -griefs  o'erwhelm'd :    griefs   cruder   than 

■I  call'd  upon  thy  name  with  fervent  breath.  [Jeath, 

56  Thou  heard'll:  my  cry  ;  at  laft  thefl,  Lord,  return^ 

'Let  not  thy  affli£led  fervant  ever  mourn. 
■57  I  know  thy  mercie-s.  Lord:  thou  wilt  draw  near. 

Thy  gracious  pardon  I  already  hear, 

\Vhich  bids  my  rifilifted  foul  forget  her  fear. 

cS  Thou  pleadTt  mycaufe,  and  doft  excufe  my  fault, 

And  fav'il  my  foul  when  near  deftruclion  brought. 

59  Be  thou  myjudge,  Almighty  Lord  !  for  thou 
Art  gracious  llill,  and  wilt  thy  mercy  fhow. 

60  ThoQ  hafl  feen  all  their  wrong,  and  know'fl  my 
And  'lis  from  thee  alone  I  fet'k  relief.  [S^ief, 

■61  Thou  know'fl  their  fecret  thoughts,  and  heard'ft 

their  fc or n. 
'6i,  63  All  thofc  reproaches  which  by  me  were  borne. 
■64  Give  them,  O  Lo^l,  what  they  deferve  from  thcc, 

65  Thy  curfe,  and  everlaliing  mifery. 

66  Let  forrows,  fuch  as  ours,  to  them  be  given ;  •% 
iDeltroy  them,  Lord,  from  underneath  thy  Heaven,  > 
■  AvA  fr^m  j;ll  comfort  kr  their  fouls  be  driven,  J 


C    a  A^ 
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•  A  R  G  U  M  E  N  T    O  F    C  H  A  p.    IV. 

Ver.  I.  Z:on  hcwaileth  her  pitiful  clLite.  She   confe^Terh   her 
»n-.5.     21.  Edom  is  threater.ed.     iz.  Zion  is  comforted. 

TTOW  dim  antl  faint  thv  glory  is  l^ecome, 

•*■-'■   And  cv'n  the  pride  o'  th'  fanftuary  o'erthrown. 

2  Ti\v  gold  is  drofs  become,  its  lights  decay; 
Thy  fliining  ornaments  arc  fled  awav, 
And  thou  t'  ignoble  fcorn  art  made  a  prey. 

3  Even  the  monfters  which  iiie  oceans  yield, 
B^'  cuflom  rough,  i)y  nature  fiern  and  wi'd, 
To  their  own  young  are  affable  and  mild. 
The  daughter  of  my  people  is  not  fo, 

To  her  own  children  fhe  i)ecomcs  a  foe. 
Cruel  and  wild,  of  pity  void  and  fiiame, 
Ev'n  favage  beads,  compar'd  to  her,  are  tame. 

4  Here,  with  wild  hunger  pin'd,  an  infant  grieves, 
There,  parchM  with  thirft,  whilft  none  his  thirll  relieves. 

5  The  wanton  Epicure,  by  hunger  taught 
That  was  not  real  good  which  once  he  fought, 

To  better  judgements  by  his  forrows  brought,  -i 
For  bread  now  pines  in  ftrcets,  as  if  he  thought,  > 

Siich  public  penance  expiated  his  fault;  J 
Whilfl  thofc,  once  cloath'd  in  fcarlet,  now  are  found 
Bow'd  with  their  weight  of  forrows  on  the  ground. 

6  Thy  punifliment  is  worfe  than  Sodom's  was  ;  ^ 
She  in  a  moment  perifh'd  ;  thou,  alas !  f 
In  lingering  torments  dof:  each  day  decreafc,  J 
Her  mighty  ruin  in  a  moment  pafs'd, 

And  cv'n  prevented  all  her  fears  with  hafte. 

7  That 
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7  That  perteft  purencfs  which  furpafs'd  the  fnow, 

8  All  that  delightful  white  is  fullied  now.  ,    . 
Who  is  it  now  their  briglunels  can  reilore  ? 

Alas  !  their  fhining  beauty  is  no  moie. 

9  Better  from  Iwords  have  ta'en  a  nobler  death. 
Than  to  fierce  hunger  thus  refign  our  brc?.th.     ' 

10  Their  hunger  muft  be  iLarp,  their  wanis  be  great,  -». 
."VViien  mournful  mothers  their  own  children  cat  y 

(Unnatural  and  unbecoming  meat).  J 

1 1  The  miglity  Lord  hath  rais'd  his  anger  high  j 
Dcfolate,  walle,  and  wild,  the  nations  lie. 

We  know  hi^  llrcngth,  and  feel  his  mighty  power, 
His  kindled  anger  doih  like  flames  devour. 

iz  The  wile  and  great  in  this  were  all  deceiv'd: 
Jerufalem  is  loft,  which  none  believ'd. 
Yet  they  auiazVl  1-ehold  her  mighty  fall. 
And  fee  the  enemy  within  her  wall. 

13  'Tis  tor  her  iinsj  the  Lord  is  righteous  Hill. 

14.  Her  piiefls  and  prophets  have  deferv'd  this  ill. 
The  blood  o'th' juft,  which  they  have  blindly  fiain, 
For  vengeance  cries,  and  all  their  glories  ibiin. 

15  They  made'themfelves  a  terror  to  mankind, 
And  in  th.eir  crimes  could  no  where  fhelter  find. 
All  cried,  '*  Depart  from  us,  approach  not  near." 
Even  the  Heathen  i)lulh'd  'cwixt  fhame  and  fear, 
And  crieJ,  '*  Thcfe  Ur.ners  ihall  not  fojourn  here.' 

16  Now  they  're  divided,  none  liis  anger  fpar'd, 
Tlie  Lord  to  prieft  nor  prophet  had  regard. 

The  counfels  of  the  elders  all  reject,  -v 

And  mock  that  awful  power  which  drew  rcfpc61:  L 

Fiom  all  beholdwrs  once,  now  cold  neglc6l.  J 

C  3  X7  Fjr 
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17  For  us:  we  warch  and  wafte  ourfelvcs  all  iVav, 
For  a  lod  land  wliofe  help. is  fled  away. 

18  The  enemy  fli  11  watches  to  dcflrov;  T 
We  cry,  "  Our  end  is  near !"  and  wilh  to  die, 

Since  we  have  feen  the  end  of  all  our  joy. 

19  Swifter  than  eagles  our  purfuers  are, 
They  pcrlecutc  and  take  us  every  where, 

No  wilderncfs  can  fhelter  from  their  fnarc.  ■■ 

20  The  Lord's  Anointed,  him  in  whom  we  live, 
In  whom  we  hope  for  help,  for  whom  we  grieve. 
Is  violently  from  us  ta'cn  away  j 

In  him  our  health,  our  help,  our  hopes  decav. 
We  thought  under  h's  fhadow  we  might  live, 
jj^v'n  amongft  Heathens,  and  forget  to  grieve. 

21  Rejoice  not,  Edom,  for  thy  fall  is  nigh, 
The  bitter  draught  we  drank  thou  canft  nor  fly. 

22  Our  griefs  now  pafs  away,  thy  fliame  comes  oiiy 
Like  this  defpifed  land  thou  fhalt  become. 

23  Infuking  Edom,  fpight  of  all  thy  fcorn. 
Thou  'It  feel  what  weight  of  crimes  by  thee  is  borne,. 
When  like  afflicted  Zion  thou  fliak  mourn. 

ARGUMENT    OF    C  H  A  P.    V. 
A  pitiful  complahit  of  Zion,  in  prayer,  unto  God. 
"O  Emerober,  Lord,  our  forrows,  and  draw  near.;, 
■*-^  Look  on  their  fcorn,  our  ruin,  and  our  fear, 
a  V/hilfl  our  polTelTions  all  are  given  away, 
And  to  infulting  flrangers  made  a  prey, 
"With  our  inheritance  our  hopes  decay. 

3  Orphans  and  widows  we  are  all  become,. 
A  hcartlefs  people,  wearied,  and  undone, 

4  Thd 
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I     4  Thofe  common  elements  which'  bounteous  Heaven'' 
To  the  whole  univerfe  hath  freely  given,- 

5  By  us  are  dearly  bought ;   wc  know  no  reft. 
But  are  bv  everv  one  fcornVl  and  opprefs'd. 

6  To  ftfangers  and  to  enemies  we  bow, 

7  Ev^n  tliofe  we  ruled  once,  wc  iu'  -    )  now. 

Our  fathers  fmn'd,  and  we  have  borne  the  blame.        -^v 

8  Bctrcr,  like  them,  we  '^d  nor  onr-liv'd  ourtamc,    A'' 
Death  is  r*  milder  fate  than  living  fliame.  J 

9  In  peril  of  our  lives  our  bread  wc  fought} 
All  we  obtain  muft  be  with  danger  bought. 

10  Our  wants  are  great,  and  none  thofe  waftts  fupplyj 
Our  ikin,  u'ith  fannine  (hrunk,  is  parch'd,  and  dry. 

'II  The  rape  of  women,  and  their  tender  cries, 
Echo  each  day  to  the  unmindful  ikies. 

12  They  flay  the  princes,  and  the  ciders  fcorn  • 

13  Whilfl  painful  burdens  by  our 'youth  areborne'i- 

14  The  infants  perifh  hi;lpltfs  and  forlorn, 
The  elders  ccafe  to  judge,  but  not  to  mourn. 

15  Th'  afflicted  youth  their  dance  and  mufic  ceafe  ; 
Their  help  is;  gone,  their  joy,  and  all  their  peace:  • 

16  Alas!  we 'ave  fmn'd>  the  crown  from  oil  our 

head 

17  Is  fallen  now  ;  our  hearts  are  faint  and  deat 
Our  eyes  are  dimm'd,  and  all  our  glory  fie'd. 

18  Thou,  Zion,  now  art  dcfolate  become. 
Thy  angry  Lord  hath  left  thee  all  alone. 

19  Thy  thrcnc,  O  Lord,  for  ever  will  endure ; 
2.0  Thy  power  and  glory  is  for  ever  fure, 

C  4 ,  I^'^i^ 


our 

Hi,       Ji 
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Kut  why  doll  ihou  fo  long  thy  fervants  leave  ? 

2  1  Turn  us  to  thee,  and  bid  us  ceafe  to  grieve, 
Kenew  our  days,  that  we  again  may  live. 

22  But  thou  art  angry  fiill,  and  we  o'ercome, 
With  loads  of  griets  and  cares  are  quite  o'erihiown, 
Gricv'd  and  defpit'd,  diilracted  and  undone. 

M  E  N  A  T.  C  A  S    AND     E  N  O  S  I  A 

A    PASTORAL     DIALOGUE. 
BY    THE    DUKE    OF    VVHARTON^^ 

OCCASIONED     BY     AN'      AMOUR     HE     HAD,     WHEN 
YOUTH,    WiTH    A    MARRIED    LADY. 
M   £  N   A  L  C  A  S. 
TXT  H  Y  fia^s  mv  Fair .- — See  the  thick  fiiades  defcend^ 

Niglit  huriies  on — I  cannot  hear  delav — 
Jvly  flocks,  with  eager  fondnels,  fwift,  I  penn'd, 
To  Heal  one  moment  from  the  joykfs  day. 

One 

*  This  unpriiiciphtl  and  unthinking  genius,  only  fon  of 
the  marquis  of  Wharton  by  Lucy  his  fecond  ladv,  was 
born  in  December  169S,  and  educated  under  the  immediate 
infpcftion  of  his  father,  who. an xioully  endeavoured  to  qna- 
lify  him  for  the  hi^h  ftation  his  birth  gave  him  reafon  to 
expe<ft.  The  firft  fource  of  his  unhaj-pinefs  was  a  precipitate 
marriage  with  the  daughter  of  major  general  Holmes,  an 
amiable  lady,  but  fo  infinitely  his  inferior  in  rank  and  fortune 
that  their  ijnion  hafiened  the  marquis's  death,  which  hap- 
pened April  12,  1715,  when  the  young  lord  had  little  more 
than  entered  into  his  17th  year.  Early  in  17 16  he  indulged 
tis  defire  of  travelling,  and  vilitcd  fcveral  courts  of  Germany, 

l^arti' 
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One  blifbful  moment! — but  'twas  hop'u  in  vain, 

Eacli,  cruel,  riles  darker  than  the  lafr  : 
Darker  my  foul  than  all — there  grief  and  pain 

Wound  deep,  and  far  more  gloomy  horrors  call. 

Sl'.c  comes  !  Night  turns  to  day  before  her  eyes  j 

So  perilh  all  my  griefs,  fo  rife  my  joys. 

E  N  O  S  I  A. 

particularly  that  of  Hanover.  When  at  Lyons,  he  prefcnted  j 
a  very  fine  horfe  to  the  chevalier  de  St.  George,  who  in- 
vited him  to  Avignon,  and  flattered  him  with  the  vifionary 
title  of  Duke  of  Northumberland.  Continuing  there  buc 
one  day,  he  made  a  vilit  at  St.  Germains  to  the  dowager  of 
king  James  the  Second.  A  friend  expoftulating  v,-Jth  him  on 
this  conduft,  he  anfwered,  <•'  that  he  had  pawned  his  princi'ilcs 
to  Gordon,  the  Pretender's  banker,  for  a  confidcrable  fi:m  • 
and  till  he  could  repay  him,  he  mu(V  be  a  Jacobite;  but 
when  that  was  done,  he  would  again  return  to  the  Whigs." 
He  came  back  to  England  in  December  171 6  ;  and  foon  fci  out 
For  Ireland,  where,  on  account  of  his  extraordinary  qualities, 
he  was  admitted,  though  under  age,  to  take  his  feat  in  the 
houfe  of  peers  j  where,  having  diftinguiihed  himfclf  as  a 
violent  partizan  for  the  miniftry,  he  was  taken  notice  of  br 
king  George  I.  who  created  him  a  duke,  Jan.  10,  i~i''. 
When  he  came  of  age,  he  was  introduced  into  the  honfe  of 
lords  in  England  with  the  greateil:  blaze  of  reputation  ;  but 
foon  changed  lides  again,  and  heartily  oppofed  the  court. 
His  fpeech  againft  the  rninitlry,  Feb.  4,  1720-21,  had  .1 
fatal  efFe(ft;  earl  Stanhope  aufv/cripg  it  with  fo  much 
warmth  that  he  burft  a  blood-vefTel  and  d-:cd.  He  was  one 
of  the  moft  forward  in  defence  of  Bp.  Atterbury  in  1723  j 
and  profefTcdly  commenced  author,  by  publifhing  his  thoughts 
twice  a  week  in  a  palter  called  "  The  True  Briton."     His 

boundlcfs 
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E   N   O   S    I  A. 

Ahtl  art  tb.ou  here  ? — 9  welcome  to  my  arms ! 

W'clcome  as  kiinlly  fhowcrs  to  thirfty  earth! 
Welcome  as  hammer  to  the  fields  it  warms  ! 

Or  pk-ritcoui  harveils  after  years  of"  dearth  ! 

VV'eicome  \ 

bouni'lcfs  profufioii   had   in  the   mean  time  Co  incumbered  his 
rftate  that   he  rcfjlved  to  go  abroad  in  order  to  clear  it.     Ke 
vifued   Vienna  and  Madrid;  and,    after  ihewing  by  his  con- 
6i:£i  at  both  thefc  courts   his  diilike  to  the  illuftrioirj  family 
on   the  EritHh  thrcne,   entered  openly  into  the  fervice-  of 
the  Prctctuler.     Whilll  thus  employed  abroad,  his  dutchcfs, 
who  had  been  negWtfted  by  him,  died  in   England,  April  14, 
'.  7z6,  wichoiu   ilujc  ;    and    he    foon    after   married   Madam 
OU-rne,  cm  of  the  maids   of  honour  to  the  queen  of  Spain. 
After  this  marriage,  he  pafied  fome  time  at  Rome,  under  the 
tnlr  of  Duke  of  Northumberland,  and  accepted  a  blue  rib- 
land  from   the  Pretender,    whofe  confidence  he  enjoyed   as 
lung  as  hi:  natural  volubility  would  permit.     To  prevent  his 
falling   intj   aftual  difgrace,  he  quitted    Rome,  and  offered 
himfeif  to  the  King  of  Spain  as  a  volunteer  at   the  liege  of 
G.braliar.     His   fervices  were  accented  :  but   he  foon   grew 
weary,   and  wilhcd  to  rcli-.m  agtin  to  the  court  of  the  Chcva-I« 
Her;   who  found  means   to  dilluade   him  from  this  iuteation.  « 
}{<:  took   up   his   refidence  at  Rouen  in   May,    I'fci  i   p.boutlft, 
which  time  a  bill  of  indictment  was  preferred  againft  him  InL' 
Knglmd  for  high  trcafon.     The  Chevalier  fupplied  Kim  v/ith«f, 
zc.rl.  for  his  fupport ;   v/hich  was  foon. very  profiifcly  fqu:in-«^ 
dtrcd   away.     After  this  period   he    removed  to   Orleans,  tc  »^j 
Nanlz,  and  to  Biiboa.     In  the  beginning  of  1 73 1,  the  DuiC'^fj,. 
iietiinuJ  fo  fall,  being  in  his  quarters  at  Lerida,  that  he  haiiL 
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Welcome !  as  Love  can  make  thee!— O  my  hear:! 

See  how  the  little  flatterer  tells  its  joy  : 
A  thoufancl  tilings  it  ftruggles  to  impart; 

Too  foft  for  vvorcH,  for  eloquence  too  high  :• 

Yet  this  its  every  motion  .bids  thee  fee, 

'Tis  full— Menalcas  !  O!  'tis  full  of  thee  ! 

M  £  N  A  L- 

not  the  ufe  of  his  limbs  fo  as  to  move  v/ithout  affiiianc*. 
He  received  fome  benefit  from  mineral  waters  :  but  rclapfcd  in 
May  at  Terragona,  and  fell  into  one  of  the  fainting  fits  to  which 
he  had  been  for  fome  time  fubieft,  at  a  fmall'village,  and-was 
utterly  deftitute  of  the  necelTaries  of  life,  till  fome  chari- 
table fathers  of  a  Bernardine  convent  offered  him  theaffiftance 
their  houfe  afforded.  The  duke  accepted  thepropofal ;  was 
removed  to  their  convent;  and  under  their  hofpirable  roof, 
after  languilhing  a  week,  died  without  one  friend  or  acquain- 
tance to  clofe  his  eyes.  He  was  buried  in  the  fame  manner 
in  which  the  fathers  inter  thife  of  their  own  fraternity. 
His  charafter,  which  was  admirably  drawn  by  Mr.  Pope, 
in  ore  of  his  Moral  Effays  (Epiftle  I.  vei.  180.)  is  thus 
elegantly  enlarged  on  by  an  ingenious  writer  v.'ho  had 
every  opportunity  of  being  well-informed  :  "'Like  Buck- - 
*'  ingham  and  Rochefter  he  comforted  all  the  grave  and  dull 
"  by  throwing  away  the  brighteft  profufion  of  parts  on  witty 
■'  fooleries,  debaucheries,  and  fcrapes,  which  may  mix  graces 
'*  with  a   great  character,  but  never  can  compofe  one.     If; 

*  Julius.  Caefar  had  only  rioted  with  Catiline,  he  had  never 

*  been  Emperor  of  the  World.  Indeed  the  Duke  of  Wharton 

*  was  not  made  for  conqueft  :  he  was  nof.  equally  formed 
pie '  for  a  Roundhoufe  and  Pharfalia.  In  one  of  his  ballads  he 
:iii^ '  has  bantered  his  own  want  of  heroifm  ;  it  was  in  a  fong 

"  hi 
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M    E   N    A   L   C   A   S. 

O  my  foul's  joy  !  may  I  be  never  blefs'd, 
It  I  not  love  th'jc — move  than  heroes  fame, 

IMore  than  the  weary  traveller  his  re'iT, 

Than  bees  tiie  floweis,  or  twes  tiie  tender  lamb. 

*♦'  he  rradc  on  being  feized  by  the  guard  in  St.  James's  Park, 
**  for  linging  the  Jacobite  air,  Tbe  Klr.g  Jhall  have  [t«/ov]  bis 
**  oivn  r.giz'n, 

"  The  Duke  he  drew  oiu  haif  his  fword, 

"  The  Guard  drew  out  the  roll. 

*'  His  levities,  wit,  and  want  of  iiriuciples,  his  eloquence,  and 
**  adventures,  are  too  well  known  to  be  recapitulated.  With 
'*  attachment  to  no  party,  though  with  talents  to  govern  any 
"  party,  this  lively  man  changed  the  free  air  of  WcftminlTer 
**  for  the  gloom  of  the  Efcurial,  the  profpecf  of  King 
**  George's  Garter  for  the  Pretender's ;  and,  with  indiftlrence 
**  to  all  religion,  the  frolic  Lord,  v/ho  had  writ  the  ballad  on 
"  the  Archbiftiop  of  Cantofbury,  died  in  the  hand  of  a  Ca- 
♦'  puchin.  It  is  dimcult  to  give  an  account  of  the  works  of  fo 
♦'  mercurial  a  man,  whofe  library  was  a  tavern,  and  women 
"  of  pleasure  his  Mufes.  A  thoufand  faliics  of  his  imagi- 
*<  nation  have  been  loll;  he  no  more  wrote  for  fame  than 
"he  aeled  for  it."  Noble  Authors,  vol.11,  p.  130.— My 
iiuention  was  to  have  printed  all  the  duke  of  Wharton's  poi;- 
tical  productions  In  this  volume ;  but  having  been  informed, 
whilft  this  iheet  was  aftually  in  the  prefs,  that  a  ccmjdete 
collection  of  them  was  preparing  by  an  ingenious  gentleman 
■who  has  been  long  colleclirg  materials  e::prefsly  for  tliat 
purpofe,  I  readily  relinquish  my  firft  delign  ;  and  fubmit 
TWO  only  of  this  nobleman's  poems  to  the  publick;  as  a  fpe- 
cimer.  cf  his  uncommon  talents,     N. 

Ihcvi 
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Thou  art  my  joy,  ray  comfort,  my  fupport,. 
Thv  fmiles  my  heaven,  thy  love  my  only  care, 
y  all  of  pleafure  this — alas  !  how  fiiort 
To  eafe  the  fufferings  of  t\\c  toilfome  ytar  ! 

O  Fate  !  O  Heavenl  how  juftly  I  complain ! 

A  moment's  pleafure,  for  an  age  of  pain.      * 

ENOSIA. 

'^Jors  tlmn  thyfclf  I  bear  in  all  thy  ills; 

But  at  tiiy  prefcnce  all  my  griefs  depart: 
TL:;':  wears  a  charm,  which  every  care  tlifpels  ; 

And  fills  with  tranfport  thy  Enofia's  heart. 

fiu-  fee  !  the  riling  moon,  the  paler  day. 
Has  filver'd  o'er  von  mountain's  graflTv  head: 
hanks  for  her  friendly  beams,  they'll  light  thy  w^y. 
And  fafe  direct  thee  o'er  the  v.-atery  mead. 

O  ftav  tiien  !  biufs  me,  while  Fare  gives  thee  leave  ; 
Too,  too  much  time  flie  gives  us  both  to  grieve. 
MENALCAS. 

jWitnefs,  ye  power':,  who  guard  the  innocent. 
How  much  my  longing  foul  defires  to  ilay  : 
Nor  lliould  the  dangerous  moor  our  joys  prevent, 
O  i  tis  th'  hard-hearted  man  I  'm  forc'd  t'  obey. 
He  knows  not  Love,  nor  Pity  ;  cruel  mind  ! 
I    Nor  can  I  gain  a  moment's  time  fv/r  thee; 
But  flol'n  as  this,  or  when  I  'm  fent  to  find 
Some  ftraggler  from  our  folded  company. 
O  firay  thev  ever  !  the  dear  wanderers  prove 
My  certain  guides  to  joy,  and  peace,  and  love. 

E  N  0- 
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E  N  o  s  r  A. 

Menalais,  O!  thy  forrows  wound  my  foul. 

Believe  me,  generous,  dear,  unhappy  fwain, 
'Could  »ears,or  hourly  prayers  to  Heaven,  control 
The  Fate'that  dooms  the  guiitlcfs  ro  fuch  pain, 
Long  Hnce  hatiil  thou  been  happy  !   1  have  caufe 
Doublv^  to  mourn  thofe  grietsi  doubly  bear  : 
•Tear;  mv  own  forrow  for  thy  abfence  draws, 
.'But  thine  demands  a  flood  for  every  tear  : 

Diftr^a^ing  thought  !  it  will,  'twill  till  mv  eve 
With  grief  that  will  be  feen,  tliough  thou  arc  b 
MENALCAS. 
Tears  '  mv  Enoba  1  O  thou  fweeteft  Maid, 

Forbear,  forbt;ar  the  cruel  tenderncfs: 
'Tis  death! — alas  !  thy  hare  could  fcarce  liave  laid 

A  furer  ruin  onmy  fmking  peace  ! 
O,  muft  1  leave  thee  thus  ?  Alexis  there 

Runs  from  his  blefs'd  Eliza  trembling  home  ; 
That  happy  Maid  !  how  is  it  fhe  can  bear 

Unpain'd  thofe  ills,  that  all  thy  peace  confume  I 
But  abfence  is  unjuflly  cruel  ftill, 
And-thofe  who  trueft  love,  its  tortures  fnarpcfl  ! 
E  N  o  s  I  A. 
Pines  not  the  conftant  turtle  for  her  mate. 

With  mournful  cooings  all  tlie  tedious  day ; 
While  chirping  fparrows  bear  with  cafe  the  fate 

That  fnatches  th'  object  of  their  love  away  ? 
•Eliza's  Hame  no  more  can  equal  mine, 

Than  can  Alexis  be  compar'd  to  th.ee  : 
Beauty  alone  their  Love  tfteems  divine, 

Arrt3.fmiles  from  thoufand,-thoufand  torments  fre^ 
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But  where  exalted  merit  charms  the  foul, 

There  can  the  Itingb  of  abfence  all  ourjoys  control. 

^M  E  N   A  L  C  A  S. 

O,  judly  Caid  !  my  lad  example  proves 

This  far  il  truth,   vvbene'crl  part  from  thee  : 
The  mighty  joy,  that  's  pafl,  my  foul  but  moves 

I  he  more  to  curfe  its  laO.ing  mifery. 
So  the  tir'd  pil^^rim,  while  a  Ihort  repofe 

Has  eabV!  his  toil,  and  clos'd  his  aching  eves, 
Sees  the  wide  Heaven  a  glorious  fcene  dirclofe. 

And,  opening,  crown  him  with  immortal  jovt. 
But  when  wiih  ilcep  his  Heaven  is  fled  away, 
More  lad,  purlues  the  labours  of  the  painiul  dr,:, 

ON  THE  B  A  N  I  S  H  ME  N  T  O  F  C  VC  E  R  O. 
BY  THE  DUKE  OF  WHARTON. 

WHEN    BP.   ATTERBURY  WAS   liANlSHED. 

A   S  o'er  tise  fwclling  ocean's  tide 
-^^   An  exile  Tully  rode, 
Tlie  bulwaik  of  the  Roman  flate, 

In  aft,  in  thought,  a  god  ; 
The  facred  genius  ofmajeftic  Rome 
'Defcends,  and  thus  laments  her  patriot's  dooir., 

"  Farewell !  renowri'd  in  arts,  farewell  I 

Thus  conquer'd  by  thy  .foe, 
Of  honours  and  of  friends  clepriv'd, 

In  exile  thou  muft  go  : 
Yet  go  content;   thy  look,  thy  will,  fcdate. 
Thy  foul  fuperior  to  .the  khooks  of  fate. 

Thy 
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Thv  wifdom  was  thy  only  guiit. 

Thy  virtue,  thy  oifence, 
With  god-like  zeal  thou  did  ft  efpoufe 

Thy  country's  jufl:  defence  : 
Iso  fordid  hopes  could  charm  thy  Acady  foul, 
Kor  rears,  nor  guilty  numbers,  could  control. 
What  though  the  nobleft  patriots  ftood 

Firm  to  thy  facred  caufe, 
What  thouijh  thou  could'll  difp'ay  t!;c  ferce 

Ot  rhetoric  and  of  laws ; 
5^0  eloquence,  no  reafon,  could  repel 
The  united  ftrength  of  Clodius  and  of  HcII. 
Thy  mighty  ruin  to  effccl 

What  plots  have  been  devis'd  ! 
What  arts,  what  perjuries,  been  us'd? 

What  laws  and  rites  defpis'd : 
3iow  manv  fools  and  knaves  by  brioes  aliur'i-. 
And  witnelles  by  hopes  and  threats  fecur'dt 
•And  vet  thev  act  their  dark  deceit 

Veil'd  with  a  nice  dlfguife, 
And  form  a  fpecious  (hew  of  right 

From  treachery  and  lyes  ; 
With  arbitrary  power  the  people  awe. 
And  coin  unjuH:  oppreflion  into  law. 
Let  Clodius  now  in  grandeur  reign, 

Let  him  exert  his  power, 
A  fliort-liv'd  monfter  in  the  land, 

The  monarch  of  an  hour ; 
Let  pageant  fools  adore  their  wooden  god, 
And  act  again fi  their  fcnfes  at  his  nod. 

I  Plerc'd 
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Pierc'd  bj'-  an  untimely  hand 

To  earth  fhall  he  defcend, 
Though  now  with  gaudy  honours  cloath'd, 

Inglorious  in  his  end. 
Bleft;  be  the  man  who  does  his  power  defy, 
And  dares  or  truly  fpeak,  or  bravely  die. 

OXFORD.        A        POEM. 

B  Y     M  R.     T  I  C  K  E  L  L,    1707. 

INSCRIBED  TO    THE. RIGHT   HON.  LORD   LONSDALE*. 

*■*  Unum  opus  eft  intatfl^s  Palladis  urbem 
*'  Carmiae  perpetuo  celobraic" — 

Hor.  I  Od.  vil. 

TTTHILST  you,  my  Lord,  adorn  that  ftately  feat, 
^  "    Where  fhuiing  Beauty  makes  her  foft  rerreac. 
Enjoying  all  thofe  graces,  unconrrol'd, 
Which  noblefl:  vouths  woald  die  but  to  behold ^ 
Whild  you  inhabit  Lowthcr's  awful  pile, 
A  ftruciiure  wortiiy  of  the  founder's  toil; 
Amnz'd  wo  fee  ihc  former  Lonfdale  f  fhine 
In  each  defcendent  of  his  nobie  line  : 

*  Richard,  fecond  lord  vifjount  Lonfdale.  He  died  of 
the  fmall  pox,   Tec  r,    1713. 

j  Sir  John  Lovvther,  oi>e  of  the  early  promoters  of  thcRe- 
volatioii,  was  coniHtuted  vice-chamberlain  to  King  William 
and  Qu^een  Mary  on  then-  adv.-»nceinent  to  the  throne  ;  cre- 
iiK-d  baron   Lowthcr   and    v  fount  Lonfdale  May  28,  1696  ; 

a  appointed  lord  piivy  fcai  in  1699.  He  died  July  10, 
i;oo,     N. 

Vol.  V.  D  But 
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Bg'c  mofl:  tranrpovttd  art!  furpriz'd  we  view 

His  ancient  glories  ail  reviv'd  in  you, 

Where  charms  and  virtues  join  their  equal  grace, 

Your  father's  godlike  foul,  your  mother's  lovely  face. 

Me  Fo:tune,  and  kind  Heaven's  indulgent  care, 
To  famou's  Oxford  and  the  Mufes  bear, 
Where,  of  all  ranks,  the  l>looming  youths  combine 
To  pav  due  lioma^e  to  the  mighty  Mine, 
Andfnatch,  with  fmili:  g  joy,  the  laurel  crown. 
Due  to  the  learned  honours  of  the  gown. 
Here  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  tuneful  throng. 
Delude  the  time  with  an  unhallow'd  fcng. 
Which  thus  mv  thanks  to  much-lov'd  Oxford  pays. 
In  no  ungiatcfu-,  though  unartful  lays. 

Where  Ihall  I  hrft  the  beauteous  fccne  difclofe. 
And  all  the  gay  variety  exp®fe  ? 
For  wherefoe'cr  1  turn  my  wondering  eyes, 
Afpiring  towers  and  verdant  groves  arife, 
Immortal  greens  the  fmiiing  plains  array. 
And  mazy  rivers  murmur  all  the  way. 

G!  might  yeur  eyes  behold  each  fparkling  dome:. 
And  freely  o'er  the  beauteous  profpecl  roam, 
Lefs  ravifli'd  your  own  Lowther  you'd  furvey, 
Though  pomp  and  rtate  the  coUly  feat  difplay, 
Where  Art  fo  nicely  has  adorn 'd  the  place, 
Th.ai  Nature's  aid  might  feem  an  ufelefs  grace  ; 
Yet  Nature's  fmiles  fuch  various  charms  imparc. 
That  vain  andneedlefs  are  the  flrokes  of  Art. 
In  equal  ftate  our  rifing  ftructures  fhine, 
Ftam'd  by  fuch  rules,  and  foiin'd  by  fuch  defign, 

That 
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That  here,  at  once  furpriz'd  and  pleas'd,  we  view 
Old  Athens  loft  and  conquer'd  in  the  new, 
More  fweet  bur  Ihades,  more  fit  our  bright  abodes 
For  warbling  Mufes,  and  infpiring  Gods. 

Great  Vanbrook's  *  felf  nnight  own  each  artful  draught 
Equal  to  Models  in  his  curious  thought, 
Kor  fcorh  a  fabrick  by  our  plans  to  frame, 
•Or  in  immortal  labours  fing  their  fame; 
Both  ways  he  faves  them  from  dcftroying  fate. 
If  he  but  praife  them,  or  but  imitate. 

See,  where  the  facred  Sheldon's  f  haughty  dome 
Rivals  the  ftately  pomp  of  ancient  Rome, 
Whofe  form,  fo  great  and  noble,  feems  defign'd 
T'  exprefs  the  grandeur  of  its  Founder's  mind. 
Here,  in  one  lofty  building,  we  behold 
Whate'er  the  Latian  pride  could  boaft  of  old. 
True,  no  dire  combats  feed  the  favage  eye, 
And  ftrow  the  fand  with  fportive  cruelty  ; 
But,  more  adorn'd  with  what  the  Mufe  infpires, 
It  far  outfliines  their  bloody  theatres. 
Delightful  fcene  !  when  here,  in  equal  verfe, 
The  youthful  Bards  their  godlike  Qu^een  rehearfc, 
To  Churchill's  wreaths  Apollo's  laurel  join, 
And  fing  the  plains  of  Hockftet  and  Judoign. 

Next  let  the  Mufe  record  our  Kod ley's  feat  *, 
And  aim  at  numbers,  like  the  fubjeft,  great : 
All  hail,  thou  fabrick,  facred  to  the  Nine, 
Thy  fame  immottal,  and  thy  form  divine  ! 

*  Sir  John  Vanbrugh.     See  III.  143.  IV.  337.     N". 
t  The  Theatre.  T.     +  The  Bodleian  Library.  T. 

D  2  Who 
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Who  to  thv  praife  attempts  the  dangerous  flight, 
Should  in  thy  various  tongues  he  taught  to  write; 
His  verfe,  like  thee,  a  lofty  drefs  fhould  wear, 
And  breathe  the  genius  which  inhabits  there  ; 
Thy  proper  lays  alone  can  make  thee  live, 
And  pay  that  fame,  which  firft  thyfelf  didfl:  give. 
So  fountains,  which  through  fccret  channels  flow, 
And  pour,  above  the  floods  they  take  below. 
Back  to  their  Father  Ocean  urge  their  way, 
And  to  the  fea,  the  flreams  it  gave,  repay. 

No  more  we  fear  the  military  rage, 
"Nurs'd-up  in  fome  obfcure  barbarian  age, 
Nor  dread  the  ruin  of  our  arts  divine, 
From  thick-fcull'd  heroes  of  the  Gothic  line, 
Though  pale  the  Romans  faw  thofe  arms  advance. 
And  wept  their  learning  loll:  in  ignorance. 
I,et  brutal  rage  around  its  terrors  Ipread, 
The  living  murder,  and  confume  the  dead. 
In  impious  tires  let  nob'eft.  writings  burn, 
And  with  their  authors  (hare  a  common  urn; 
Only,  ye  Fates,  our  lov'd  Bodleian  fpare. 
Be  IT,  and  Learning's  felt  fhall  be  your  care, 
Kere  every  art  and  every  grace  Ihall  join, 
Colle£led  Phoebus  here  alone  Ihall  fhine, 
Each  other  feat  be  dark,  and  this  be  all  divine. 
Thus  when  the  Greeks  imperial  Troy  defac'd, 
And  to  the  ground  its  fatal  walls  debas'd, 
In  vain  they  burn  the  work  of  hands  divine. 
And  vow  defl:ru6iion  to  the  Dardan  line, 
Whiirt  good  iEneas  flies  th'  unequal  wars, 
And,  with  his  guardian  Gods.  liilus  bears, 
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Oltl  Troy  for  ever  flands  in  him  alone, 
And  all  the  Phrygian  kings  furvive  in  one. 

Here  flill  prefides  each  Sage's  reverend  Ihade, 
In  fofr  rcpofe  and  eafy  grandeur  laid  ; 
Their  deathlefs  works  forbid  their  fame  to  die, 
Nor  Time  itfelf  their  perfons  fhall  deftroy, 
Preferv'd  within  the  living  gallery  *. 
What  greater  gift  could  bounteous  Heaven  bcftow, 
Than  to  be  feen  above,  and  read  below  ? 
With  deep  refpe«Si:  I  bend  my  duteous  head, 
To  fee  the  faithful  likenefs  of  the  dead  ; 
But  O!  what  Mufe  can  equal  vvarmth  impart  ? 
The  Painter's  ffcill  tranfcends  the  Poet's  art. 
Wiien  round  the  piftur'd  Founders  I  defcry, 
With  goodnefs  foft,  and  great  with  majefty, 
So  much  of  life  the  artfal  colours  give, 
Scarce  more  within  their  Colleges  they  live. 
My  blood  begins  in  wilder  rounds  to  roll, 
And  pleating  tumults  combat  in  my  foul ; 
An  humble  awe  my  downcaft  eyes  betray. 
And  only  Icfs  than  adoration  }>ay. 
Such  were  the  Roman  Fathers,  wl;en,  o'ercomc, 
They  faw  the  Gauls  infult  o'er  conc[uerM  Rome  ; 
Each  captive  feem'({  the  haughty  vitlor's  lord, 
And  proftrate  chiefs  their  avvfu.l  flaves  aJor'd. 

Such  art  as  this  adorns  your  Lowther's  hall,   . 
Where  feafting  Ciods  caroufc  upon  the  Vn-hIIj 
The  nectar,  which  creating  paint  fupplies. 
Intoxicates  each  pleas'd  fpeftator's  eyes; 

*  The  Piaure-gall^ry.     T. 

I)  3  Who 
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Who  view,  amaz'd,  the  figures  heavenly  fair, 
And  think  they  breathe  the  true  Elyfian  air. 
With  flrokes  fo  bold,  great  Verrio's  hand  has  drawR 
The  Gods  in  dwellings  brighter  than  their  own. 

Fir'd  with  a  thoufand  raptures,  I  behold 
What  lively  features  grac'd  each  Bard  of  old  j 
Such  lips,  I  think,  did  guide  his  charming  tongue^ 
In  fuch  an  air  as  this  the  Poet  fung  ; 
Such  eyes  as  thefe  glow'd  with  the  facred  fire. 
And  hands  like  thcfe  employ'd  the  vocal  lyre. 
Quite  raviih'd,  I  purfue  each  image  o'er, 
And  fcarce  admire  their  deathlefs  labours  more. 
See  where  the  gloomy  Scaliger  appears, 
Each  (hade  is  critick,  and  each  feature  fneers  : 
The  artful  Ben  fo  fmartly  frrikes  the  eye, 
I  more  than  fee  a  fancy'd  comedy  ; 
The  muddy  Scotus  crowns  the  motley  fliew. 
And  metaphyficks  cloud  his  wrinkled  brow. 
But  diftant  awe  invades  my  beating  breaft, 
To  fee  great  Ormond  in  the  paint  expreft  j 
With  fear  I  view  the  figure  from  afar, 
Which  burns  with  noble  ardour  for  the  war; 
But  near  approaches  free  my  doubting  mind. 
To  view  fuch  fweetnefs  with  fuch  grandeur  jcin'd. 

Here  ftudious  heads  the  graver  tablet  iliews, 
And  there  with  marriai  warmth  the  picture  glows; 
The  blooming  youth  here  boafts  a  brighter  hue. 
And  painted  virgins  far  outlhine  the  uuc. 

Hail,  Colours,  which  with  Nature  bear  a  flrife. 
And  only  want  a  vcice  to  perfect  life  ! 

The 
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The  wondering  flranger  makes  a  fudden  fiand,  ^ 

And  pays  low  homage  to  the  lovely  band ; 
W  ithin  each  frame  a  real  Fair  believes, 
And  vainly  thinks  the  mimic  canvafs  lives  j 
Till,  undeceiv'd,  he  quits  th'  enchanting  Ihew, 
Pleas'd  with  the  art,  ciiough  he  laments  it  too. 

So  when  his  Juno  bold  Ixion  woo'd, 
And  aim'd  at  pleafures  worthy  of  a  God, 
A  beauteous  cloud  was  form'd  by  angr    Jove, 
Fir  to  invite,  though  not  indulge  his  love  ; 
The  mortal  thought  he  faw  his  Goddefs  fliine. 
And  all  the  Iving  Graces  look'd  divine ; 
But  when  with  heat  he  clafp'd  her  fancied  charms^ 
The  empty  vapour  baulk'd  his  eager  arms. 

Lotli  to  depart,  I  leave  th'  inviting  fcene, 
Yet  fcarcc  forbear  to  view  it  o'er  again  ; 
But  ftill  nevv'  objefts  give  a  new  delight. 
And  various  prolpefts  blefs  the  wandering  fight. 

Aloft  in  fiate  the  airy  towers  arife, 
And  with  new  luftre  deck  the  wondering     ies  ; 
I-o!  to  what  lieight  the  Schools  afcending  reach. 
Built  with  that  art  which  they  alone  can  teach ; 
The  lofty  dome  expands  her  fpacious  gate, 
Where  all  the  decent  Graces  jointly  wait  j 
In  every  fliape  tlie  God  of  Art  reforts, 
And  crouds  of  ba^es  fill  th'  -x  courts. 

With  wonders  fraught  the  bright  Mufeum  fee, 
Itfclf  the  greateft  curiofity  ! 
Wiiere  Nature's  choiceft  treafure,  all  combin'd,. 
Delight  at  once,  and  quite  confound  the  nuad  j 

D  4  Ten 
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Ten  thoufand  fplenclors  ftrike  the  dazzled  eye, 
And  form  on  earth  another  galaxy. 

Here  colleges  in  fweet  confuiion  rife, 
There  temples  feem  to  reach  their  natix'e  fcies ; 
Spires,  towers,  and  groves,  compcl'e  the  various  fhew. 
And  mingled  profpefts  charm  tlie  doubting  viewj 
Who  can  deny  their  characters  divine, 
Without  refplendent,  and  infpir'd  within  ? 
But,  fince  above  my  weak  and  artlcfs  lavs, 
Let  their  own  Poets  fing  their  equal  praife. 

One  labour  more  my  grateful  verfe  renews. 
And  rears  aloft  the  low-dsfcending  Mufe ; 
Tb.e  building  *,  parent  of  my  voung  elTays, 
Afss  in  return  a-tributary  praife. 
Pillars  fubiime  bear  up  the  learned  weight, 
And  antique  Sages  tread  the  pompous  heigiit ; 
Whilil  guardian  Mufes  fliade  the  happy  piles. 
And  all  around  diffufe  propitious  fmiks. 
Here  Lancafter,  adorn'd  with  every  grace. 
Stands  chief  in  merit,  as  the  chief  in  place  : 
To  bib  lov'd  name  our  earlieft  lavs  belong, 
The  theme  at  once,  and  patron  of  our  fong. 
Long  may  isc  o'er  his  much-lov'd  Qu^een's  prefide. 
Our  arts  encourage,  and  our  counfels  guide ; 
Till  after-ages,  hil'd  with  glad  furprize, 
Behold  his  image  all  majckic  rife, 
Where  now  in  pomp  a  venerable  band, 
Princes  and  Queens,  and  holy  Fathers,  Hand. 

*  Q^fcn's  College  Library.     T. — See  Tickeli's  poem  on 
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Good  Egglesfield  *  claims  homage  from  the  eye. 
And  the  hard  ftone  fcems  fofc  with  piety  j 
The  mighty  monarchs  ftill  the  fame  appear. 
And  every  marhie  frown  provokes  the  war  j 
Whilft  rugged  rocks,  mark'd  with  Phihppa's  face, 
Soften  to  charms,  and  glow  with  new-born  grace. 
A  fight  lefs  noble  did  the  warriors  yield, 
Transformed  to  flatties  by  the  Gorgon  ihield  ; 
Diftorting  fear  the  coward's  form  confeft, 
And  fury  feem'd  to  heave  the  hero's  breafl  ; 
The  lifelefs  rocks  each  various  thought  betray'J, 
And  all  the  foul  was  in  the  ftone  difplay'd. 

Too  high,  my  verfe,  has  been  thy  daring  flight. 
Thy  fofter  numbers  now  the  groves  invite, 
Where  filent  fhades  provoke  the  fpeakirig  lyre. 
And  chearful  objefts  happy  fongs  infpirc. 
At  once  beftow  rewards,  and  thoughts  infufe,. 
Compofe  a  garland,  and  fupply  a  Mufe. 

Behold  around,  and  fee  the  living  green 
In  native  colours  paints  a  blooming  fcene  j 
Th'  eternal  buds  no  deadly  Winter  fear, 
But  fcorn  the  coldeft  feafon  of  the  year  } 
Apollo  fure  will  blefs  the  happy  place, 
Which  his  own  Daphne  condefcends  to  grace  ; 
For  here  the  everlafting  laurels  grow, 
In  every  grotto,  and  on  every  brow. 
Profpecis  (o  gay  demand  a  Congrevc's  flrains, 
To  call  the  Gods  and  Nymphs  upon  the  plains  ; 
Pan  yields  his  empire  o'er  the  fylvan  throng, 
Pleas'd  to  fubmit  to  his  fuperior  fong ; 

*   Robert  Egglesfield;  B.D,  the  founder,  1340.     N. 
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Great  Denham's  genius  looks  with  rapture  down, 
And  Spenfer's  (hade  refigns  the  rural  crown. 

Fill'd  with  great  thoughts,  a  thoufand  Sages  rove 
Through  tvery  tield,  and  folitarv  grove  ; 
Whale  fouls,  afcending  an  exalted  height, 
Out-f-.ar  the  drooping  Mufe's  vulgar  flight, 
Thi^  iongs  to  fee  her  darling  votaries  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  fome  gentle  Ihade, 
Where  purling  ftreams  and  warhling  birds  confpire 
To  aii'  th'  enchantments  of  the  trembling  Ivrc. 

Bear  me,  fome  God,  to  Ch rill-Church,  roval  feat. 
And  lav  me  fofdy  in  the  green  retreat, 
Wher£  Aidrich  holds  o'er  Wit  the  fovereign  power, 
And  crowns  the  Poets  which  he  taught  before. 
To  Aidrich  Britain  owes  her  tuneful  Boyle, 
T^^e  nobleft  trophy  of  the  conquer'd  ifle; 
Who  adds  new  warmth  to  our  poetic  fire. 
And  gives  to  England  the  Hibernian  lyre. 
Philips,  bv  Fnoe])Us  and  his  Aidrich  taught, 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith  his  Churchill  fought, 
Unfetter'd,  in  great  Milton's  drain  he  writes,. 
Like  Milton's  angels  whilll  his  hero  fights  ; 
Purfues  the  Bard,  whilll  he  with  honour  can. 
Equals  the  Poet,  and  excels  the  man. 

O'er  all  the  plains,  the  ftreams,  and  woods  around. 
The  pleating  lavs  of  fweeteft  Bards  relound  ; 
A  faithful  echo  every  note  retiirns, 
And  lilfenrng  River-Gods  negle6t  their  urns. 
When  Codiingcon'^  and  bcecle  their  vcrfe  unrein. 
And  form  an  cafy,  unatfc6ted  llrtun, 

*  The  gieat  beucfa^or  to  All  Souls  College.     N. 
3  A  double 
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A  deuble  wreath  of  laurel  binds  their  brow. 

As  they  are  poets  and  are  warriors  too. 

Trapp's  lofty  fcc-nes  in  gentle  numbers  flow, 

J^ike  Dryden  great,  as  foft  as  moving  Rowe. 

When  youthful  Harrifon  *,  with  tuneful  Ikill, 

Makes  Wooddock  Park  fcarce  yield  to  Cooper's  Hill; 

Old  Chaucer  from  th'  Elyfian  fields  looks  down, 

And  fees  at  length  a  genius  like  his  own  ; 

Charm'd  with  his  lays,  which  reach  the  fhades  below^ 

Fair  Rofamonda  intermits  her  woe, 

Forgets  the  anguifh  of  an  injur'd  foul. 

The  fatal  poignard,  and  invenom'd  bowl. 

Apollo  fnviles  on  Magd'Icn's  peaceful  bowers. 

Perfumes  the  air,  and  paints  the  grot  with  flowers,. 

Where  Yalden  Icarn'd  to  gain  the  myrtle  crown. 

And  every  Mufe  was  fond  of  Addifon. 

Applauded  man  !  for  weightier  truRs  defign'd,. 

For  once  difdain  not  to  unbend  thy  mind  ; 

Thv  mother  Ills  and  her  groves  rehearle, 

A  fubjeft  not  unworthy  of  thy  verfe; 

So  Latian  fields  will  ceafe  to  boaft  thy  praife. 

And  yield  to  Oxford,  painted  in  thy  lavs  : 

And  when  the  age  to  come,  from  envy  free. 

What  thou  to  Virgil  giv'lt  (hall  give  to  thee, 

Ifis,  immortal  by  the  Poet's  ikiU, 

"  Shall,  in.tiie  fmooth  defcription,  murmur  ftill  f  ,•'* 

New  beauties  ihall  adorn  our  fylvan  fcene. 

And  in  ihy  numbers  grow  for  ever  green. 


*  Of  whom,  fee  vol.  IV.  p.  iSo.     N. 

f  Letter  from  Italy,  by  Mr.  Addifon.     T. 
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Danby's  fam'd  gift  '^'-  ^uch  verfe  as  thine  requires, 
Ex:^lted  raptures,  and  cckftia)  fires ; 
Apollo  Vr-x^.  fhould  plenteouflv  impart, 
As  well  i..-  ringing,  as  liis  curing  art ; 
Nature  herfcif  the  healing  garden  loves, 
Which  kindly  lie.'  declining  ftrength  improves, 
BafHes  the  ftrokes  of  unrelenting  Death, 
Can  break  his  arrows,  and  can  blunt  his  teeth. 
How  fweet  the  landfkip  !  where,  in  living  trees, 
Here  frowns  a  vegetable  Hercules ! 
There  fam'd  Achilles  learns  to  live  again. 
And  looks  vet  angrv  in  the  mimic  fcene  ; 
Here  artful  bird*,  v/hich  blooming  arbours  ftiew, 
Seem  to  fly  higher,  whilft  they  upwards  grow, 
From  the  fame  leaves  botii  arms  and  warriors  rife. 
And  every  bough  a  different  charm  fupplies. 

So  when  our  world  the  great  Creator  made. 
And,  unadorn'd,  the  fluggifh  chaos  laid. 
Horror  and  Beauty  own'd  their  fire  the  fame, 
And  Form  itfelf  from  Parent  Matter  came. 
That  iumpilh  mafs  alone  was  fource  of  all, 
And  Bards  and  Themes  had  one  original. 

In  vain  the  groves  demand  my  longer  ftay, 
The  gentle  Ifis  wafts  the  Mufe  away  ; 
With  eaie  the  river  guides  her  wandering  ftrtam, 
Ami  haites  to  raingle  with  uxorious  Thame, 
Attempting  I'octs  on  her  banks  lie  down. 
And  quaff,  infpir'd,  the  better  Helicon, 

*  The  rh3rl:c-garden  at  Oxford.       This  hint  was  happily 
takoup  :n  171 3  bv  Pr.  Evans.     See  vol.  III.  p.  14-     N. 
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Harmonious  drains  adorn  their  various  thennes, 
Sweet  as  the  banks,  and  flowing  as  the  ft  reams. 

Blefs'd  we,  whom  bounteous  Fortune  here  has  thrown, 
And  made  the  various  blellings  all  our  own  ! 
Nor  crowns,  nor  globes,  the  pageantry  cf  (late. 
Upon  our  humble,  eafy  {lumbers  wait. 
Nor  aught  that  is  Ambition's  lofty  theme 
Dirturbs  our  deep,  and  gilds  the  gaudy  dream. 
Touch'd  by  no  ills  which  vex  th'  unhappy  great. 
We  only  read  the  changes  in  the  ftate. 
Triumphant  Marlborough's  arms  at  diftance  hear. 
And  learn  from  Fame  the  rough  events  of  war, 
With  pointed  rhymes  the  Gallic  tyrant  pierce, 
.  And  make  the  cannon  thunder  in  our  verfe. 

See  how  the  raatchlefs  youth  their  hours  improve. 
And  in  the  glorious  way  to  knov/ ledge  move  ! 
Eager  for  fame,  prevent  the  rifing  fun, 
And  watch  the  midnight  labours  of  the  moon. 
Not  tender  years  their  bold  attempts  reltrain, 
Who  leave  dull  Time,  and  hall:en  into  man. 
Pure  to  the  foul,  and  pleafmg  to  the  eyes. 
Like  angels  youthful,  and  like  angels  wife. 

Some  learn  the  mighty  deeds  of  ages  gone, 
And,  by  the  lives  of  heroes,  form  their  own. 
Now  view  the  Granique  choak'd  with  heaps  of  flaiuj 
And  warring  worlds  on  the  Pharfalian  plain  j 
Novv'  hear  the  trumpets  clangour  from  afar, 
And  all  the  dreadful  harmony  of  war  j 
Now  trace  thofe  fecret  tricks  that  loll:  a  flate. 
And  fearch  the  fine-ipun  arts  that  made  it  great, 

Correft 


} 
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Correft  thofe  errors  that  i:s  ruin  bred, 

And  bid  foniie  long-loft  empire  rear  its  ancient  head. 

Odiers,  to  whom  perfuahve  arts  belong, 
(Words  in  their  looks,  and  mufic  on  their  tongue) 
Infirufred  by  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Learn  richly  to  adorn  their  native  home  ; 
Whiift  liftening  crowds  confcfs  the  Tweet  furprize, 
With  pleafure  in  their  breafcs,  and  wonder  in  their  eves 

Here  curious  minds  the  latent  feeds  difciofe, 
And  "Nature's  darkcft  labyrinths  expofe  ; 
Whilft  greater  fouls  the  dillant  worlds  defcry, 
Pierce  to  the  out-ftretch'd  borders  of  the  iky, 
Enlarge  the  fearcning  mind,  and  broad  expand  the  eye. 

O  you,  whofe  rifing  years  fo  great  began, 
In  whofe  bright  youth  I  read  the  (lining  man  ; 
O  LonfJale,  know  what  nobleft  minds  approve, 
The  thoughts  they  cherifh>  and  the  arts  they  love : 
Let  thcfe  examples  vour  young  bofom  fire. 
And  bid  your  foul  to  boundlefs  height  afpire, 
Methinks  I  fee  you  in  our  fnades  retir'd, 
Alike  admiring,  and  by  all  admir'd  : 
Your  eloquence  now  charms  my  ravilh'd  ear. 
Which  future  fenates  fhall  tranfported  hear, 
IvJow  mournful  verfe  infpires  a  pleafing  woe, 
And  aow -vpur  cheeks  with  warlike  fury  glow, 
Whilft  on  the  paper  fancy'd  fiekls  appear. 
And  profpefls  pi  imaginary  war, 
Your  martial  foul  fees  Hockftet's  fatal  plain, 
Or  fights  the  fam'd  Ramilia  o'er  again. 

But  I  in  vain  tliefe  Ipfty  names  rehearfe, 
Abeve  the  faint  attempts  of  humble  verfc, 

Which 
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Which  Garth  fliouUl  in  immortal  flrains  clclign, 

Or  Addifon  exak  with  warmth  divine  ; 

A  meaner  fong  my  tender  voice  requires. 

And  fainter  lays  confefs  the  fainter  fires, 

By  Nature  fitted  for  an  humble  theme, 

A  painted  profpeft,  or  a  murmuring  flream. 

To  tune  a  vulgar  note  in  tLcho's  piaife, 

Whilll;  Echo's  felf  refounds  the  flattering  lays. 

Or,  whi\tt  I  tell  how  Myra's  charms  lurprize, 

Paint  rofes  on  her  cheeks,  and  luns  within  her  eyes, 

O  did  proportion'd  height  to  me  belong, 
Great  Anna's  name  (hould  grace  tli'  ambitious  fong, 
Illuftrious  dames  fliould  round  their  Queen  refort. 
And  Lonfdale's  mother  crown  the  fplendid  court. 
Her  noble  fon  fhould  boaft  no  vulgar  place. 
But  fliare  the  ancient  honours  of  his  race, 
Whilll  each  fair  daughter's  face  and  conquering  eyes 
To  Venus  only  (hould  fubmit  the  prize. 
O  matchlefs  beauties  !   more  than  heavenly  fair, 
Your  looks  refiftlefs,  and  divine  your  air, 
Let^your  bright  eyes  their  bounteous  beams  difiufe. 
And  no  fond  Bard  Ihall  afk  an  ufelefs  Mufej 
Their  kindling  rays  excite  a  nobler  fire, 
Give  beauty  to  the  fong,  and  mufic  to  the  lyre. 

This  charming  their.e  I  ever  could  purfue. 
And  think  the  infpi ration  ever  new, 
Did  not  the  God  my  wandering  pen  reftrain, 
And  bring  me  to  his  Oxford  back  again. 

Oxford,  the  Goduef;  Mufe's  native  home, 
Iiifpii'd  like  Athens,  and  adoru'd  Uke  Rome  I 

Hadft 
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Haclfr  thou  of  old  been  Learning's  fam'd  retreat. 

And  Pagan  Mufes  chofe  thy  lovely  feat, '< 

O,  how  unbounded  had  their  fiftion  been  ! 

V/hac  tancy'd  vifions  had  .idorn'd  the  fcene  ! 

Upon  each  hill  a  Sylvan  Pan  had  flood, 

And  every  thicket  boafted  of  a  God, 

Satyrs  had  frifk'd  in  each  poetic  grove. 

And  not  a  ftream  without  its  nymphs  could  move. 

Each  fummit  had  the  train  of  Mufes  fhevv'd, 

And  Hippocrene  in  everv  fountain  flow'd, 

The  tales,  adorn'd  with  each  poetic  grace, 

Had  look'd  almofl:  as  charming  as  the  place. 

Ev'n  now  we  hear  the  world  with  tranfports  own 
Thoi'e  fictions  by  more  wondrous  truths  outdone; 
Here  pure  Eufebia  keeps  her  holy  feat, 
And  Themis  fmiles  from  Heaven  on  this  retreat, 
"  Our  chafter  Graces  own  refin'd  defires, 
And  all  our  Mufes  burn  with  Vefial  fires ; 
Whilft  guardian  angels  our  Apollo's  ftand. 
Scattering  rich  favours  with  a  bounteous  hand. 
To  blefs  the  happy  air,  and  fan6lify  the  land. 

O  pleafing  (hades  !  O  ever-green  rerreats  ! 
Yc  learned  grortoes  !    and  ye  facred  feats  ! 
Never  may  you  politer  arts  refufe, 
But  entertain  in  peace  the  bafhful  Mufe  ! 
So  may  you  be  kind  Heaven's  diftinguifh'd  care, 
And  may  your  fame  be  lafting,  as  'tis  fair  ! 
Let  greater  Bards  on  fam'd  Parnalius  dream. 
Or  tafte  th'  infpiring  Heliconian  ftrean-;, 
Yet,  whillt  our  Oxford  is  the  blefs'd  abode 
Of  every  Mufe,  and  every  tuneful  Gou, 

4  ParnatTus 


} 
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ParnafTus  owns  its  honours  far  our-done, 
And  Ills  boafls  more  Bards  than  Helicon. 
A  thoufand  l)lclTings  1  to  Oxford  owe, 
But  you,  my  T^ord,  tli'  infiiiriiig  Tvlufe  beftow, 
Grac'd  with  your  name  tu'  unpolifli'd  poem  (hinesj, 
You  guard  its  faults,  and  confecrare  the  lines. 
O  mioht  you  here  meet  mv  defiring  eyes, 
My  drooping  fong  to  nobler  heights  would  rife  : 
Or  might  I  come  to  breathe  your  Northern  air, 
Yet  flioald  I  had  an  etjual  plcafure  there  ; 
Your  prefcnce  would  the  harfher  ciimate  footh, 
Hulh  every  wind,  and  every  mountain  fmooth. 
Would  bid  the  groves  in  fpringing  pomp  arife. 
And  open  charming  vifta's  to  the  eyes, 
Would  make  my  trifling  verfe  be  heard  around. 
And  fportive  Echo  play  the  empty  found  : 
With  vou  I  fhould  a  better  Phoebus  find, 
And  own  in  you  alone  the  charms  of  Oxford  join'd. 

THE     BEAU,     A    DIALOGUE; 

BY    A    PERSON     OF     QJJ  A  L  I  T  Y. 

FIRST  PPvINTED    BY  PEMBER.TON,    1713. 


P^^ 


SURLY. 

-YTHEE  tell  ms  what  a  Beau  i?. 
Thou  who  art  fo  fam'd  for  one  ? 


BEAU. 

He  's  a  perfon  of  great  prowefs  ; 
By  thefe  marks  he  may  be  known  : 
Vol.  V.  '  E  Thoudi 
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Though  his  eyebrows  black  as  jet  are, 
Yet  his  wig  is  white  as  fnow  ; 
Every  hour  he  writes  fome  letter. 
Or  receives  fome  billet-doux. 

Well  or  ill,  he  briiklv  dances. 
And  his  arms  are  never  ftill  ; 
(Rafting  round  him  am.orous  glances. 
Such  as  feldom  fail  to  kill. 
Sits  all  day  among  the  ladles, 
Sees  them  paint,  and  fees  them  patch ; 
In  their  eyes  ftill  looking  babies, 
Some  rich  heir  in  hope  to  catch. 

Some  French  tune  he  's  ever  humming. 
Though  he  cannot  fmg  one  note ; 
Or,  with  air  and  grace  becoming, 
Gives  ill-fcented  fnufF  about. 

Lender  his  left  arm  a  bamboo, 
Ribbon  dangling  at  his  fword  ; 
Tells  you  all  he  has,  or  can  do. 
And  whom  laft  he  laid  on  board. 

Well  he  knows  tli'  intrigues  of  London, 
Which  he  whifpers  round  the  room ; 
What  believing  maids  are  undone, 
Where  tiiey  lay-in,  and  by  whom. 

SURLY. 

If  this  be  your  accomplifh'd  Beau, 
He  is  the  oddcft  Fool  1  know  ! 


THE 
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THE    SALISBURY    BALLAD*. 

BY     DR.    WALTER    P  O  P  E  f . 

WITH  THE  LEARNEDCOMMENTARIES  OF  A  FK.IENE> 

TO  THE  author's  MEMORY, 

THE     FIRST    PART. 

I. 

/^  Salidmry  people,  give  ear  to  my  Song, 
^^^   And  attention  unto  my  new  Ditty  ; 
For  it  is  in  the  praife  of  your  River  Avon, 
Of  your  Bi(hop,  your  Cliurch,  and  your  City. 

J  I.  Amt 

*  This  Poem  was  given  me  In  MS.  by  my  worthy  friend 
Anthony  Henley,  efq;  who  ufed  to  call  it  his  favourite, 
for  the  humour  and  limplicity  of  it,  and  Its  delicate 
raillery  on  the  Dutch  commentators.  I  think,  indeed, 
his  judgement  was  as  right  In  that,  as  It  was  In  every 
thing  elfe  relating  to  poetry  and  crlticifm.  This  ballad  was 
written  by  the  famous  Dr.  Walter  Pope,  author  of  the  Old 
Man's  Wiih,  who  lived  with  Dr.  Ward,  then  bifnop  of 
Saiilbury,  and  had  a  pennon  from  him  of  lool.  a  year.  Mr. 
Hrnicy  told  me,  there  was  but  one  copy  of  it  taken  from 
his  MS.  and  :t  never  v/as  maJ.e  public  till  now.    Pemberton'. 

f  Of  Dr.  Pope,  fome  account  has  been  already  2;:ven,  vol. 
I.  p.  173.  This  ballad,  -it  is  fald  In  the  Athenx,  was  a  fa- 
tire  on  the  bilhop  of  Salilbuiy  for  depriving  the  Doftor  of 
his  miftrefs,  which  caufcd  a  difference  between  them  for  jt 
lime.  Sec  Ward's  GrciViaru  Profeffor-:,  p.  115.  Lord  chan- 
K  z  cell  or 


ca  MISCELLANY     POEMS. 

IL 

And  your  ^^lav'or  and  Aldermen  all  on  a  row. 

Who  govern  that/*  watered  mead, 
Firft  f  lifien  a  while  upon  vour  :  tiptoe, 

Then  carry  tliis  home,  and  ||  read. 

in. 

Therein  vou  may  find  many. an  excellent  §  Lore, 

Tliat  unto  your  Wives  vou  may  teach  ; 
Thou^fn  *"*  perhap5  once  and  more  our  Poet  may  foar 

Clear  out  of  your  Woriliips  reach, 

ceVior  Cowpcr's  opinion  of  it  in  thus  given  in  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Hughes  :  "  I  muft  confef?,  I  talk-  Pr.  Pope's  ballad,  as  my 
acquaintance  Mr.  Henley  did.''  Letters  of  Eminent  Perfnr.s, 
vol.  L  p.  io3.  The  "  learncfl  Commentary"  was  proba'oly 
the  production  of  Mr.  Henley.     N. 

*  Tlie  City  of  NeWSarnm,  built  in  the  Bifliop's  Meadow. 

-j-   To  the  Ba!iad-iingers. 

1  In  a  pofture  of  attention. 

Ij  Here  the  Poet  is  in  a  good  humour,  and  fuppofes  that  all 
of  them  can  read,' 

^"An  old  word  frequent  in  Spenfer,  and  (if  we  may  join 
the  hd\  linglilh  Poet  with  the  worft  Rhymers  in  the  world) 
in  Sternhoid  and  Hopkins,  "  Thy  I-aw  and  eke  thy  Lore  :" 
And  I  ihould  cite  the  pi. ir vs.  but  that  fuch  Quotations  would 
look  ftiT.ngc  in  the  margin  of  a  Ballad.  It  fignihes  Lcfion, 
or  Dov^Lrin?.     Vid.  Skinner's  Le.'iicon. 

•--   I  find  now  I  praifed  the  Poet   too  fonn  ;   for  this  is  an 

impudent  and  unmannerly  fup^jfition,  and  I  approve  it    not; 

though  it  is  fomcthipxg  moilincd  by  thcfe  v,ords,  "  Perhaps," 

and  "  Your  Worihips."' 

O  Cla- 
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IV- 

O  Clarendon  Park  ■'-,  and  O  Cherbury  Ilill, 

Join  with  your  old  friencl  the  River, 
To  inipire  my  Mule,  and  allill:  my  quill 

In  the  great  things  I  have  to  deliver. 
V. 
School-^MirtrelTes  fine^.  to  tl^e  number  of  f  Nine, 

I  '11  call  on  no  Mufes  but  vou  ; 
Nor  no  other  help,  to  enter  my  |  whelp, 

L'nlels  it  be  jj  bouncing  §  Pru. 

'■'^"  This  fecms  Heathenirn,  to  pray  to  Hills,  Parks,  aiid 
Rivers;  but  it  is  no  more  than  other  Toets  invoking  Piirnal- 
fus  and  Iielicon.  Neverthelei's,  I  brliovt  thr  Po.t  was  a 
good  Chriftian;  for,  if  you  read  to  the  end  of  this  Part,  you 
%vill  find  the  Biihop  v;as  vcrv  uiULh  in  his  favour. 

-|-  Not  but  that  there  arc  a  greater  number  of  School-mif- 
trclfe::  in  the  Clole ;  but  the  Poet  hata  need  of  no  more  of 
ihcna  than  there  were  Mufes. 

:|:  My  young  barking  Mufe,  "  Ma  Ivlufa  nourrie  en  Sa- 
"  tire  Boi." 

IJ  That  word  fignihcs/rt^,  or  dan:hv^. 

§  A  Dhiilnuli^e  from  Prudence;  and  feein«  to  be  [)Ut 
here  for  any  woman  at  large,  only  to  co-.nj'h'at  the  ihyinc, 
it  being  a  name  fuitable  enough  ;■  for  m(4t  vroincn  are  whe, 
if  not  cunning.  I  eo-ifefs,  fome  who  pretend  to  h^vc  been 
intimately  acquainted  v.'i^h  the  Poet  in  his  lifc-thnc,  are  very 
pofuive  that  this  name  did  not  only  point  out  a  particular  wo- 
man, but  even  the  Poet's  Miftrefs.  Put  I  cannot  agree  to 
this  ;  for  had  it  been  fo,  he  would  have  given  her  a  more 
honourable  epithet. 

E  3  \'I.  El> 
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VI. 

Encourage  you  *  Ten  the  mofl  limorous  pen 

That  e'er  fuch  a  tafk  did  begin  ; 
When  you  find  any  wit,  then  in  my  mouth  fpit. 

And  chuck  me  under  the  chin. 

VIL 
I  will  not  forget  thofe  f  Stones  that  are  Lt 

In  a  Round  upon  Salisburv  Plains; 
Though  who  brought  th«m  there  'tis  hard  to  declare^ 

The  X  Romans,  the  Britons,  or  Danes. 

VIIL 

Nor  thofe  pretty  Sheep,  whom  greater  [j  Bealls  keep. 

Nor  you  Buftards  that  llalk  thereby  j 
You  Buftards  that  chufe  to  cbze  like  my  Mufe, 

Who  walks  becaufe  Ihe  can't  fly. 

IX. 

Kor  §  you  that  know  all  the  difeafes  of  eves, 

And  for  all  a  fure  remedy  hnd  ; 
V/lio  alone  give  light,  af:er  twenty  years  night, 

To  thofe  who  are  born  *'*'  flone-blind. 

-■*■  The  Nine  Scliool-miftreffes.  and  this  bouncing  Pru. 

-}•  Stonchengp,  the  nobleft  piece  of  Antiquity  in  EnglanJ. 

:^  Here  the  Poet  briefly  fums  the  feveral  opinions  of  Hiflo- 
rians  and  Antiquarians  concerning  the  Foiincliers  of  Stone- 
Jiengp. 

[I  Shepherds. 

§  Dr.  Finer  Tiuberville,  the  befl  Oculift  of  this  Age,  or 
zny  before  h.m. 

**  The  Daughter  of  George  Turben-ille,  of  Whitmlnfler 
in  Gdouceflcrlhive;  and  one  I'tvercl  of  Salilbxuy,  anu  divers 
sthers.  X.  Nor 


SALISBURY     BALLAD.     5s 

X. 
Kor  you,  the  good  *  Bifliop,  tliat  came  from  the  f  WcCz, 

AnclTpar'd  neither  pains  nor  cori:, 
To  build  up  the  J  Houfe,  puU'd  down  by  [j  Piick-Loufe, 

And  lit  for  fuch  an  hoft. 

XL 

'Twas  3'ou  that  let-in  §  St.  Eurien  fireams, 

To  increafe  the  fmall  **"  River  f  f  Ex  ; 
'Twas  you  brought  again  the  ^i  loft  Badge  and  Chain, 

And  did  it  to  1|||  Sarum  annex. 

XI L  You 

*  If  you  can  have  pat-ier.ce  till  you  come  to  the  XlXth 
Stanza  of  the  Second  Part,  you  will  know  what  this  Biihop's 
r.ame  is. 

f  E-:etcr: 

l  The  Biihop's  Palace  in  Salilhury. 

ji  One  Vanling,  a  London-Taylor,  who  bought  it  of  the 
facrilegious  Rebels. 

§  This,  I  fuppofe,  is  one  of  thofe  places  our  Poet  threarcns 
the  Aldermen  with  in  the  Hid  Stanza;  but  I  will  not  let 
him  be  obfcure :  He  means  the  Deaary  of  St.  Burien,  near 
the  Land's-end  in  Cornwall,  procured  to  be  annexed  to  th« 
Biihopriclc  of  Exeter  (by  this  Bilhop,  before  his  Tranllation) 
upon  the  death  of  Dr.  Wykes,  v.- hich  happened  in  the  tune 
of  Dr.  Sparrow,  the  prefent  Bilhop,  who  now  enjoys  it. 

*'••  A  River  for  Sea,   not  v/ithout  a    conceit. 

f  f  The  name  of  the  River  upon  which  Kxeter  ftands,  put 
figuratively  for  the  City  to  increafe  the  fmall  River  Ex,  he 
to  augment  the  poor  Bilhoprick.  of  Exeter. 

J+  The  enfigns  of  the  Chanccllorihip  of  the  Garter  (a  Me- 
E  4  dal, 
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XIL 

Vou  nrft  made  the  Salishurv  men  '*  urKlerftanJ, 

Their  River  might  f  ealily  be  taught 
To  bear  fhips  up  and  down,  and  enrich  the  town. 

And  you  were  the  firfc  at  it  t  wrought. 

<IaI,  and  a  Gold  Chain}.  We  are  faid  te  lofe  what  we  have 
been  poffelTors  of.  The  hrit  Ciiancellor  cf  the  Garter  was 
Beauchamp,  A.  D.  1450.  And  that  honour  was  enjoyed 
by  his  fuccefiors,  the  Bilhops  of  Salllbury,  rill  the  time  of 
Cardinal  Campcgio;  who,  having  IncuiTed  the  dilpleafure  of 
King  Henrv  VIII.  for  diftering  from  him  about  the  match, 
retired  to  Rome,  and  there  died,  A.  D,  1539,  and  lies  bu- 
ried in  Santa  Maria  Trafteverc;  that  ofBce  having  continued 
in  the  Bifhops  of  Snliibury  S9  years. 

lijl  Since  which  time  it  has  been  in  Lay-hands;  ti'.l  it 
pleafed  King  Charles  II.  (upon  the  humble  petition  and 
fehim  of  the  prefent  Biihop  of  Salilbury)  to  reflore  it  to  him 
and  his  fucceirors.  The  letters-patents  bear  date,  2\ov.  25,., 
1671;  fo  that  it  was  out  of  that  See  132  years. 
*  Beat  it  into  thc'.r  heads. 

-f-  For  a  very  few  thoufand  pounds.     Sa  Horace,  fpcaking, 
•»f  a  river, 

<■'  Docliis  Iter  melius.'* 
And  in  another  place, 

*'■  Mull  a  mole  doceniKis 

*'  Aprlco  parcere  Camjo." 
^  Oathe  ;oth  of  Odober  167:^,     By  a  good  token,  it  was 
the  very  day  and  hour-  Xorthampton  was  burning. 
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XIIL 

*Twas  you  tLat  kept  up  the  Citizens  *  hearts. 

Or  the  t  Giants  had  over-born  them  ; 
For  them  you  did  J  ride,  for  them  you  ||  replied  ; 

*T\v.is  you  brought  their  velTels  to  §  Harnham, 

XIV. 

*-^  But  \theh  will  this  paltry  Poet  begin, 

And  fbew  us  a  touch  of  his  art  ? 
i  t  With  a  cup  of  old  fack  lie  'H  wind  up  his  ++  jack. 

And  Iilj  twang  it  in  the  Second  Part. 

-  At  the  metitiug  of  the  commllTioncrs  for  making 'the 
R'vi^r  navigaUe,  at  SaTiihury,  March  22,  1675. 

f  Divers  great  gentlemen  of  Hampihire.  The  Poet  alludes 
r  )  Beavais  and  Afcabert,  whofe  pidlures  are  upoa  Hainpton- 
Gate. 

I   To  Lordon^  to  the  King  and  Council. 

|[  Aufwcrcdthe  objections  of  the  oppofers. 

§  Harnham-Bridge,  where  the  Key  is.  i.  e.  They  owe- 
the  making  the  River  navigable  to  your  management. 

'-:••■  This  is  fiippofed  to  be  objcftcd  by  the  unartentive  and* 
irreverent  Reader,  as  if  the  Poet  had  done  nothing  all  this 
while. 

f -I-  The- Poet's  mild  anfvver.  It  ihould  have  Been  a  glafa- 
of  claret,  if  the  Rhyme  would  have  permitted. 

;J;|  His  engine  wherewith  he  makes  verfes.     So  Chaucerr. 
'^  As  winding-up  makes  a  jack  go, 
"  So  good' wine  makes  good  verfes  flow." 

[til  Twang    is    a    very    emphatical    word,     hut    not    cafily 
tranflattd :   It  fignifies  as  much  as  ecicuter  in  French,  or  n;«- 
:  ;:;7r  in  luliau. 

THE 
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THE  SECCND  PART,  TO  THE  SAME  TUNE* 

I. 

/^LD  Sarum  was  built  on  a  dry  barren  •  hill, 
^-^  A  great  many  years  ago  ; 
'Twas  a  Roman  town  of  ftrength  and  renown. 
As  its  (lately  ruins  fhovv. 

IL 

Therein  was  a  Cafile  for  men  of  Arms, 

And  a  Cloyfter  for  men  of  the  Gown ; 
There  were  Friars  and  Monks,  and  f  Liars  and  +  Punks, 

Though  nor  any  whofe  names  are  ji  come  down. 

IlL 

The  Soldier  and  Church-men  did  not  long  agree  j 

For  the  furly  men  with  the  §  hi't  on 
Made  -^^fport  at  the  Gate, with  thePriefrs  that  came  fflate 

From  fii riving  ++  the  Nuns  of  Wilton. 

*  Vide  infra  Stanza  XVII.  From  their  hill,  where  there 
1V3S  neither  well  nor  fpring. 

■f  Trade fmen. 

X  Harlots. 

11  This  refers  to  punks;  none  celebrated  in  Hiiiory,  a3 
Thais,  Mefialina,  and  others  fince. 

§  Hilt  for  Swcrd,  by  a  known  figure. 

^  "'^  By  aiking  of  them  roguilh  quettions. 

iff  After  the  watch  was  fet. 

Xt  F-QS:i  doing  their  daily  drudgery. 

IV.  Where- 
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IV. 

Whereupon*  Bifhop  Poor  went  to  the  f  King, 

And  told  him  his  piteous  tale. 
That,  rather  than  abide  fuch  a  thorn  in  his  fide. 

He  W  build  a  New  Church  in  the  Vale. 

V. 

*'  +  I  '11  build  a  New  Church  in  the  Vale,  fald  he. 
If  vour  Highnefs  will  give  me  [[  fcope." 

*'  Wlio,  I,  faid  the  King  ?  §  I  '11  not  do  fuch  a  thing 
Without  our  old  Father  the  Pope." 

VI. 

*'  Then  I  '11  go  to  that  '-*  Whore,  replied  BIfhopPoor, 

With  a  purfe  full  of  old  gold  j 
For  why  {hould  I  beg  and  make  a  low  leg, 

Where  every  thing  is  to  be  fold  ?'* 

VII.  He 

*  This  **  Whereupon"  is  a  very  comprehenfive  word,  and 
yet  feems  more  than  it  is.  One  would  think  the  Poet  here 
makes  a  leap,  from  the  foundation  of  Old  Sarum  by  the  Ro- 
mans, to  Bilhop  Poor's  time.  It  is  only  from  Hormar,  the 
firft  Bifhop  of  Salilbury,  A.  D.  1083.  to  Richard  Poor,  the 
fcventh,  1217.  This  "  Whereupon"  therefore  is  as  much 
as  to  fay.  After  134  years  fuffering  the  aftVonts  of  the  gar- 
rifon,  their  patience  was  worn  out;  flefh  and  blood  could 
endure  no  longer;  but  Bilhop  Poor  being  a  ftout  man  went 
to  the  King.  f   King  Henry  III. 

"^  According  to  the  ftylc  of  thofe  times.  |j  Leave. 

§  Where  note.  That  King  had  no  mind  to  incur  the  Pope's 
difpleafure.  In  thofe  days  he  was  a  terrible  fellow  in  England. 

**  This  is  a  very  hard  place;  why  Bifliop  Poor,  being  a 
Papift,  Ihould  call  the  Pope  Whore.    Some  think  the  Biihop 

fpokc 
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vn. 

He  went,  he  prcvail'cl,he  return'd  in  a  trice, 

With  amp!e  authority  feis'cl, 
To  remove  *  Snrum-ftones  and  f  St.  Ornriund's  hones. 

And  to  build  a  New  Church  where  he  pleas'd. 

yni. 

To  ths  Abbefs  of  VViltcn  he  fiiewed  Wn  Bull, 
And  how  nmch  lie  was  in  the  Pope's  grace ; 

And  th:;y  two  confuked  tlieir  .■;  bellies  full, 
Yet  they  could  no:  agree  of  a  place. 

IX.  One 

ipoke  it  prophetically;  knowing  that  in  the  fucceeding  times 
of  Calvin  and  the  Prelbytcrians,  he  jhould  be  proved  to  be 
the  Whore-.  Others  more  acutely,  think  this  might  he  Pope 
Joan;  but  this  ingenious  folution  is  agamft  chronology,  for 
Pope  loan  (if  ever  there  was  fuch  a  one)  was  in  the  year  8^3, 
374  y'eai-s  before  Biihop  Poor.  The  belt  reafon,  in  my  opi- 
nion, is  taken  out  of  the  context,  the  lall  verfe  of  this  Stanza, 
<*  Where  every  thing  is  to  be  fold  :"'  Rome  ir.  a  W^hore, 
becaufe  it  does  kindnefles  for  money  only,  not  for  lovc  j  which 
is  the  very  detinirion  of  a  Whore. 

-*  The  walls  of  the  City  and  Cathedral. 

•j-  This  St.  Ofmund  was  the  fecond  Bilhop  of  Old  Sarum. 
lie  was  alfo  Earl  of  Dorfet,  and  Lord  Chancellor  of  England. 
He  died  1099,  and  was  i-emoved  with  great  pomp  to  New 
Saron^.;  where  he  lies  buried  in  the  m;ddlc  of  Our  Lady  Cha- 
pel under  a  black  marblc-llone,  bearing  only  this  inlcnption, 
«  Anno  MXCIX/  He  was  fainted  by  Pope  Caiixtus,  anno 
1456.  •  The  proccfs  and  charge  thereof  may  be  iccn  in  Salif- 
bury  Monuments. 

J  A  pvoverbial phrafe  ufcd  for  rhyme  fake;  for  I  cannot 

believe 
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IX, 

One  time  as  the  Prelate  lav  on  lus  clown  bed. 

Recruiting  his  fpirits  with  rtfl, 
Tiiere  appear'd,  as  'tis  faid,  a  beautiful  []  maid. 

With  her  own  dear  babe  at  her  brcafl. 

X. 
To  him  thus  flie  fpoke  (the  day  was  fcarce  broke. 

And  his  eyes  yet  to  llumber  did  yield) 
*'  Go  build  me  a  Church  without  any  delay. 

Go  build  it  in  jNIerry-ticld." 

XL 

He  awakes,  and  lie  rings,-   up  ran  Monks  and  Friars 

At  the  found  of  his  little  bell; 
*'  I  mull  know,  faid  he,  where  Merry-field  is." 

But  tlic  Devil- a-bit  could  they  tell. 

XH. 

Full  earlv  he  arofe  on  a  morning  grey, 

To  meditate  and  to  walk. 
And  by  chance  overheard  a  Soldier  on  the  guard, 

As  he  thus  to  his  fellow  did  talk. 

XIII. 

*'  I  will  lay  on  the  fide  of  my  good  vewen  bow. 

That  I  flioot  clean  over  the  corn, 
As  far- as  that:  cow  in  Mcrrv-held, 

VV^hich  grazes  under  the  thorn." 

believe  what  fomc  of  tlic  v/ickcc!  hint^  that  the  Poet  had  any 
■wagg'ilji  meaning  here. 

jl  Who  that  maid  and  habe  were,  the  Learned  and  Devout 
underfland. 

XIV.  Then 
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Then  the  Biftiop  cry'd  out,  «  Where  is  Merrv-field  ?'* 

For  his  mind  was  ftill  on  his  vow  ; 
The  Soldier  reply'd,  *«  By  the  River-fide, 

Where  you  fee  that  brindle-cow." 

XV. 

Upon  this  he  declar'd  his  pious  intent, 

And  about  the  Indulgences  *  ran,  '■ 
And  brought  in  bad  people  to  build  a  good  Steeple, 

And  thus  the  Cathedral  began. 

XVI.  The 

♦  Indulgences  are  a  fort  of  Roman  coin  the  Popes  ufe 
to  give  to  pious  ufes ;  as  building  of  Churches,  maintaining 
Rebellion  againft  Protefrant  Princes,  Sec.  To  which  fome- 
times  they  add  dead  bodies,  promifes,  and  hopes.  So  one  of 
their  o-vvn  Poersj 

"  Le  cofe  de  la  guerra  andavan  zonpe 

*'  I  bolognoll  richiedean  danari, 

♦*  Al  Papa  ed  egli  refpondeva  coppe 

**  Emandava  indulgenze  per  gli  Akari.'*     C.  12, 
And  in  another  place, 

<'  Part  eran  Ghibelline  e  favorite  da  1'  imperto 

**  Alcman  per  fuo  interelTe 

*'  Eran  Guelie  econ  la  Chlefa unite 

*'  Che  le  pafcea  di  fpeme  e  dl  promeffe."     C.  i. 
Which  laft  verfes  may  be  thus  tranliared  in  our  author's 
Hile  and  me afure  : 

*rbey  *  held  that  the  Emp-ror  ivai  in  the  r'ght  j 

Th  Jc  *,  that  the  Pope's  caufe  zujs  good  : 


The  Ghibellincs.        ^  xi^e  Guelfs. 


Tcfy 
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XVI. 

The  principal  Stones,  in  a  fortunate  f  hour 
For  the  Pope,  King,  and  fome  of  the  Peer'5, 

Were  laid  by  f  Pandulfo's  Legantine  Power, 
And  'twas  finifhM  in  J  thirty  years. 

xvn. 

They  that  ivere  for  the  Pope,  luere  fed  nuitb  thin  hope, 

And  pardom,  and  pieces  of  "wood  3. 
Thus  the  Pope  having  promifed  twenty-five  thouf'ancl  crowns 
a  month  towards  carrying  on  the  rebellion  in  Ireland,  paid 
them  in  this  coin  ;  and  fent  by  the  Irilh  ambalTadors  (the 
blihop  of  Fern  and  Sir  Nicholas  Plunket)  anno  1647,  from 
Rome,  two  dead  bodies;  which,  for  aught  any  one  knew, 
might  have  been  heathens,  inftead  of  ready  money.  Not  that 
the  cathedral  began  by  the  lleeple ;  but  fiee^le  is  put  here  for 
church,  by  the  fame  ligure  as,  before,  hik  for  fword. 
■  -}•  In  an  hour  found  out  according  to  the  rules  of  Aftrology, 
by  the  Will  Lilly's  of  thofe  times.  Of  this  they  took  more 
care  ;  becaufe  the  church  built  before  by  bilhop  Ofmund  was 
founded  in  an  ill  hour  :  in  an  ill  hour,  I  fay  ;  for  the  ftceple 
was  burnt  down  by  lightning,  the  day  after  it  was  finilhed. 
Vide  Godwin.  The  five  firft  ftones  were  laid  by  Pandulfo, 
the  Pope's  legate  :  the  firft  for  the  Pope,  the  fecond  for  the 
King,  the  two  next  for  the  earl  and  countcfs  of  Salilbury, 
the  fifth  for  the  BUhop. 

•}-  Signifies  no  more  than  Pandulfo  himfelf ;  as  by  fuch  a 
one's  Lordlhlp,  or  Worihip,  we  mean  their  perfons.  But 
this  exprellion  is  more  ancient  and  poetical,  being  often  ufed 
in  Homer ; 

"ifgl  t;  TtXfjUrtjtoio,  Sec. 

J  And  coll  but  forty  thoufand  marks.    Vide  the  account 
3  Chips  of  the  Crofs. 

4  in 
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xvn. 

Then  then  the  Men  of  Old  Sarutn  came  down 

From   their  Hill  where  there  was  neither  well  *  nor 
fpring, 

That  tliev  migtit  have  a  mill,  and  water  f  at  will, 
And  hear  the  fweet  tlfhes  t  ling. 

XVIIL 
But  if  I  proceed,  as  I  once  iiad  decreed, 

And  (ifoolifcly  undertook, 
To  !et  mv  §  vein  run,  I  fhall  never  have  done, 

And  inftead  of  a  Song  make  a  Book. 

In  Salifbury  Muniments  "opon  this  excellent  pile.  See  alfo 
verfes  of  Daniel  Rogers,  in  Godv.in,  and  Camutii's  Britannia, 
which  begin  thus  * 

"  Mira  cane.  Sec. 

*  In  thefirllverfeofthisp^tj  he  call;  1, _.  ^  ^„rren  hill. 

•\-  At  band  for  all  conyejcuences :  as  T.^ihing  of  dilhes, 
frowning  of  children,  Sec. 

+  This  is  another  plaxre  v,-here:n  the  Poet  intended  to  v.a'± 
incognito  j  but  I  '11  pull  off  his  rr.af<^'je.  Koble  Citizens,  he 
means  Frogs.  Arilro^hanes  thougKyfo  vvell  of  their  voices, 
that  be  makes  them  fuftaia  the  part  of  the  Chorcs  in  one  of 
^15  comedies.  The  words  of  tiieir  fong  are,  B^  r'.fxfxsv.lf, 
xof;!-  xc'^'l;  the  meaning  thereof,  and  the  tune,  I  confefs 
^lyfelf  ignorant  of. 

Ij  Here  the  Poet  chides  hirnfelf  for  his  fool-hardy  under- 
taking in  the  hvft  part  j  and  begins  tu  take  up. 

§  Poetical. 


XIX.   O 
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XLX. 
O  pardon  me,  pardon  me,  Bifhop  *  Ward, 

For  putting  thy  name  in  my  fong ; 
For  I  am,  alas!  but  a  filly  f  Bard, 
And  my  verfcs  cannot  live  long. 

XX. 

Though  fometimes  a  lucky  ballad  may  liir, 

And,  in  fpite  of  Time's  iron  +  fangs, 
Ouc-live  greater  volumes  fruff'd  fuller  of  wit. 

And  conceiv'd  with  more  labour  and  pangs. 

XXL 

But  if  I  was  owner  of  Virgil's  trump, 

And  Horace's  well-tuned  jj  lyre, 
I  'd  wear  them  out  to  the  very  ^  ftump. 

But  I  'd  make  thy  great  name  to  afpire* 

XXIL 

Then  anf.ver'd  my  Mufe,  with  a  fcornful  fmile, 
"  Leave  off  fuch  fond  thoughts,  [jij  poof  heart ! 

-Tis  fancy  and  fkill,  not  love  and  goodwill, 
Muft  fit  thee  for  fuch  a  part.'' 

XXIIL  I'll 

*  Now  I  am  out  of  your  debt,  for  v/hat  I  promifcd  in 
my  Commentary  upon  the  IXth  Stanza  of  the  rirft  part. 

f  A  Welih  Poft.  +  Teeih. 

jj   An  obfoletc  word  fignlfying  a  Welih  Harp. 

§  Here  the   Poet  Ihcvvs   his   gt^od  inclination  towards  the 
Bifhop. 

j'ij  How  fatnilbrH'  and  obhgingly  the  Mufcfpeaks  to  the 
Poet ' 

Vot.  V.  F  «'— Sj^ra 
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XXIIL 
I  '11  make  it  the  care  of  the  ages  to  come, 

When  thou  flialt  be  dead  and  rotten, 
To  publilL  his  fame,  and  embalm  his  name, 

That  it  fhall  never  be  *  forgotten. 

XXIV. 
While  f  Lovers  ill  all  languiili  betwixt  hopes  and'fearfi. 

With  a  vifage  pale,  blue  +,  and  forlorn  ; 
And,  all  tlie  world  round,  any  wife  may  be  found, 

Whofc  jl-dear  hufband  drinks  in  a  §  horn. 

*  "  — Sopra  te  non  haura  nofia 

*'  Quel  ^lura^eterno  ineccitabil  fonno 

*'  D'havert  chlufa  in  cofi  poca  folTa 

*'  Se  tanro  i  verfi  mici  pro  mctter  ponno." 

-^  A  poetical  defcription  of  a  long  time. 

I  This  Teems  to  be  taken  out  of  Horace; 

■  -^'  Et  tinclus  viola  pallor  amantiura." 
I  hope  the  gh oft  of  a  Ballad-maker  will  not  be  offended  with 
me  for  this  difcovery  :    lam    fure  the  beil  French  Poet  now 
living  reputes  it  an  honour  that  it  v.as  faid  of  him, 

"  N'  efl  qu'un  gueux  reveftu  des  Jcpouilles  d'  Horace." 
5  The  Poet  does  not  think  it  ftrange,  if  women  who  ha:.e 
their  hulband?,  Ihov.ld  let  them  drink   in  horns. 

II  The  meaning  of  this  is,  that .  Bilhop's  name  fhall  not 
be  forgotten,  till  all  the  world  over,  all  loving  wives  lliali  be 
lo  rich,  as  to  be  able  to  provide  their  huibands  cups  of  more 
precious  matter  rhan  horn  ;  and  there  fhall  be  found  no  honi 
in  any  loving  ^vives  houfcs. 

XXV.  While 
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XXV. 
While  the  River  Avon  runs  down  to  the  fea, 

And  grafs  grows  on  Salilbury  plain  ; 
While  "**  Englifhmen  dance  to  the  Mufick  of  France,    " 
And  Tradefmen  mind  nothing  but  gain. 

XXVI.  But 

**  While  the  Englifh  follow  the  French  falhions.  This 
fu't  of  defcrlption  is  frequent,  both  in  ancient  and  modern 
Poets.     So  Virgil ; 

^'  Dutn  juga  montis  aper,  fluvios  dum  pifcls  amabit, 
^'  Dumque  thyme  pafccntur  apes,  dum  rore  cicadse." 
So  Ovid; 

— "  Tenedos  dom  flabit  &  Ida, 
'*<  Dum  rapidae  Simois  in  mare  velvet  aquas,  Sec." 
;So  the  Italian  Theocritus  ; 

"  Meiure  per  quefti  montl 
•'*  Ardran  ]e  fere  errando, 
*'  E  gli  alti  pini  hauran  pungenti  foglie 
*•'  Meutre  li  vivi  fonti 
"  Correran  mormorando 

"  Nel  alto  mari,  che  con  amor  gli  accoglie,  &c." 
And  in  another  place, 

"  Mentrc  lerpente  in  dnmi 
■  *<  Saranno,  e  pefei  in  fiumi 
*'  Ne  fol  vivrai,  ne  la  mia  llanca  lingua, 
'*  In  mille  alti'e  fampogne,  e  mille  verfi." 
Sut,  in  my  opinion,   thcl'e  are  too  general  ;  whereas  thofe  of 
our  Poet  are  particular,  and  fatirical,  and  therefore  more 
commendable. 

F  2  But, 
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XXVL 

But  it  is  not  for  fuch  weak  '  Ihc-uklers  as  ihine 

To  undergo  fuch  a  f  care  ; 
For  that  I  defign  a  Poet  •{  Divine, 
,     ^  Wind  thou  up  thy  Song  with  a  Prayer. 

XXVI L 

.  She  uid;  I  X  cbey'd.     The  Queen  and  the  King 

God  blefs,  and  their  brother  James,  [Avori, 

And  **  Old   Ciirifl-Cliurch  Haven,  and  New  Sarum's 
And  make  it  as  good  as  the  Thames ! 

■*^  Alluding  to  that  of  Horace, 

<*  Quid  valeant  humeri,   quid  ferre  recufcnt." 
And  that  of  Virgii, 

''  Non  tali  auxllio,   &  defenforibus  iflis." 
f  Of  eternizing  the  Blfhop's  name, 
j)  As  if  Ihe  should  fay  with  Horace, 

*< Quibus  ingenium  eft,  et  mens  divinior,  atque  os 

«  Magna  fonaturum ;   Dabo  nominis  hujus  honorem." 
§  Mark  how  precife  the  Mufe  is,  in  obferviog  old  cuftoms, 
t  The  Poet's  ready  obedience  is-  remarkable  :    She  faid  ; 
I  obeyed:   Didlum,  factum.     It  is  a  lign  his    Pegafus  was 
well  managed,  that  heJlops  fo  fnort  in  his  full  career. 

"^■■-  Chrifl-Church  is  a  very^ncient  town,  called  by  the 
Romans  Alauni ;  by  the  Sixons,  Twinambourn,  becaufe  it 
lies  betwixt  two  rivers. 

Latin,  "  In  tcrram  nil,"  now  "  terni." 
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THE  SWALLOW  AND  BIRDS,  A  FABLH,. 

BY        DR.        POPE* 

j\    Certain  Farmer  fowd  a  Field  with  Flax,      [woild, 
■^  ^  When  that  plant  was   not  well    known    in   the 
Being  refolv'd  to  trj'-  what  'twould  produce, 
Not  thinking  it  would  prove  of  (o  great  ufe, 
Feed,  and  employ  fo  many  thoufand  poor. 
A  Swallow,  who  had  traveld  far,  and  knew 
To  what  ufc  it  was  put  in  remote  parts, 
Fearing  that  mode  might  he  there  iinrodacd, 
Causd  all  the  Birds  to  meet  in  parliament. 
Told  them  th'  effeft  of  that  pernicious  plant, 
And  what  they  muft  expeiSV  when  'twas  grown  up  ;■ 
*'  To  th'  place  where  'ts  fown  by  general  confent, 
Let  's  go,  faid  he,  and  pick  up  every  feed. 
And  fo  fecure  our  nanon  from  th.at  weed." 
But  they  laught  at  him  for  a  fearful  fool. 
The  Flax  fprings  up,  which  lie  beheld  with  grief, 
Atid  defird  all  the  Birds  to  meet  again  ; 
*'   You  fee,  faid  he,  that  pknt  begins  to  mount 
His  head  above  the  earth,  now  while  'tis  young,. 

*  From  his  "  INIoral  and  PoliticalTabicsy  ancient  and 
•'■  modern  ;  done  into  mcafi-red  Profe  intermixed  with  Ryme, 
*'  1698."  The  author's  peculiarities  of  orthography  arc  here 
prcferved.  By  "  meafured  profe''  is  meant,  that  the  lines, 
which  are  all  in  the  meafuve  of  verfe  as  to  the  number  of  feet, 
t'-vthe  moft  part  do  not  rhime  in  completsat  the  end.  N. 
F  3  Let 
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Let  U3  all  go,  and  pull  't  up  by  the  root." 
They  laught,  and  one  replyd,  "  Pray,  Sir,  go  ycu^ 
We  trouble' not  our  heads  with  future  things." 
In  a  Ihort  time  the  Flax  was  ripe,  and  pluckt, 
And  thoufand  nets  in  every  field  were  fpred 
Upon  the  rivers  banks,  and  in  the  woods; 
And  then  the  Swallow  met  the  Birds  again,    • 
And  found  them  fad,  and  heard  them  all  complain, 
How  many  of  their  kindred  had  been  llain, 
How  many  prifoners  were  in  iron  cages ; 
**  'Tis  now  too  late,  faid  he,  with  patience  bear 
The  miferies  you  have  drawn  upon  yourfelves, 
"Which  1  foretold,  and  fhewd  how  to  prevent, 
Movd  by  tlie  public  intereft,  not  mine  own; 
For  then,  1  knew  how  to  fecure  my  felf 
Againf:  the  miferies  which  1  forefaw. 
Is'ow  1  am  fafe,  having  made  peace  with  man,. 
Which  I  'm  convincd  none  of  you  ever  can  ; 
I  live  in  's  houfe,  and  pleafe  him  witli  my  fong,. 
And  under  fuch  protection,  fear  no  wrong.'' 

THE      MORAL. 

They  juflly  fufler  who  rejecl:  advice. 

THE  LARK,  A  FABLE,   BY  D^l.  POPE. 

\, 

A    Lark,  who  every  Spring  did  ufe  to  build 
'^-  Her  neft,  and  lay  her  eggs,  in  the  green  wheat, 
oo  earlv.  that  her  young  ones  migiu  be  fledge, 
Bt;fore  'twas  reapd,  did  once  by  a  miitake, 
I/Iake  her  ncft;  hatch  her  eggs,  in  lach  ripe  corn. 

And 
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i'^nd  found  not  out  her  error  till  too  late, 

She  faw  the  harveft  near,  her  young  ones  callo^^', 

Not  in  condition  to  1)6  timely  movd, 

Therefore  i'  th'  morning,  ere  fhe  went  abroad, 

She  thus  befpoke  tliem:  *'  Cbildren,  vvlien  Lam  gone,. 

Mind  every  thing  you  chance  to  hear  or  fee. 

Am]  give  me  an  account,  at  my  return'' 

Tiiev  watchd,  and  faw  the  owner  of  tlie  field, 

Walking  that  way,  difcourfing  with  his  fon, 

And  over-heard  him  fay,  "  This  corn  is  ripe, 

And  if  it  be  not  quickly  reapd,  will  fiied: 

('O,  Son,  to  the  next  village,  and  intreat 

My  friends  adiflance,  to  cut  down  this  wheat. 

Early,  by  break  of  day,  to-iiiorrovv  morn." 

Tile  affrighted  Larks  this  to  tht-ir  mother  told. 

♦*  Children,  faid  fhe,  your  danger's  vet  remote. 

Be  not  difmavd,  for  if  we  can  ftnv  here 

Till  we  are  difpotrdied  by  his  friends. 

By  that  tfme  your  young  feachers  will  be  grown. 

And  you  '11  be  able  to  tranfport  yourfelves 

Where-ever  Ifhall  guide  you,  through  the  air,'* 

Leaving  the  fame  commands,  away  flie  flies 

Next  day.     The  careful  Husbandman  awakes 

Early,  ai  the  fiifl  crowing  of  the  cock, 

Rifes,  comes  down,  and  fearing  to  be  too  late, 

Sate  buttoning  of  his  doublet  at  the  gate, 

Then  calling  many  a  wilhful  look  to  th'  coafi: 

From  whence  his  hopd-for  fuccour  ought  t'  arrive. 

Seeing  the  fun  grown  high,  and  no  friend  come. 

Thus  to  his  Son  he  fpoke ;   "  Since  we  're  deceivd, 

F  4.  Hence- 
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Henceforwards  fet  a  mark  upon  fuch  friends. 
Who  only  cry  God  blefs  you,  when  we  fneeze, 
But,  when  we  fland  in  need,  afford  no  help. 
Go,  all  our  near  relations  invite 
To  meet  me  here,  to-morrow,  by  day-light, 
Tliat  we  may  get  this  corn  down  before  night." 
This  news  the  young  birds  to  their  mother  told, 
**  Mother,  they  cryd,  mother,  we  are  undone, 
Not  one  of  us  can  fly,  few  of  us  run. 
Yet  out  of  doors  to-morrow  we  muft  turn." 
Such  terrour  feizd  them  of  approaching  death. 
They  mingled  fi^hs  and  tears  with  every  word. 
She  fmild,  and  faid,  "  Ycu  are  ftill  fecurc,  he'll  find 
His  friends  and  kindred  equally  unkind. 
Be  mindful  flill  of  what  you  hear  and  fee  :*' 
This  faid,  away  a  foraging  ilie  flies. 
The  next  fun  rifesj  the  good  man,  in  vain, 
Expefts  his  kindred,  none  of  them  appears  ; 
*'  Smce  there  's  no  truft  to  be  repos'd  in  frinds, 
Or  kindred,  Son,  faid  he,  to-morrow  bring 
Two  Tickles ;  you  and  I  will  cut  this  corn.'* 
As  foon  as  the  old  Lark  this  underftood. 
To  a  fecurer  place,  leading  her  brood, 
*'  Follow,  faid  Uie,  we  've  ftaid  the  utmofl  hour, 
There  's  no  eluding  intereft  and  power." 

THE      MORAL. 
He  that  will  bring  his  bufinefs  to  an  end, 
Mul^  go  himfclf  J  he  that  will  nor,  mav  fend. 
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THE    ANTS    CHANGED    TO    MEN^ 

FROM    OVID'S    METAMORPHOSES,    BOOK   VII. 

BY    MR.    S  T  O  N  E  S  T  R  E  E  T  *. 

A    Dreadful  plague  from  angry  Juno  came, 
-^^  To  fcourge  the  land  that  bore  her  nval's  name  5 
Before  her  fatal  anger  was  reveal'd, 
And  teeming  malice  lay  as  yet  conceal'd. 
All  remedies  we  try,  all  medicines  ufe. 
Which  Nature  could  fupply,  or  Art  produce; 
Th'  unconquer'd  foe  derides  the  vain  defign. 
And  Art  and  Nature  foil'd  declare  the  caufe  divine. 

At  firfl:  we  only  felt  th'  opprellive  weight 
Of  gioomy  clouds,  then  teeming  with  our  fate. 
And  labouring  to  difcharge  unaclive  heat ; 
But,  ere  four  moons  alternate  changes  knew. 
With  deadly  blafls  the  fatal  South-wind  blew, 
Infe6ted  all  the  air,  and  poifon'd  as  it  flew. 
Our  fountains  too  a  dire  infection  yield. 
For  crowds  of  vipers  creep  along  the  field, 
And,  with  pclluted  gore  and  baneful  (teamsjr 
Taint  all  the  lakes,  and  venom  all  the  dreams. 

The  young  difeafe  wirh  milder  force  began,  • 
And  rag'd  on  birds  and  beafls,  excufing  man. 

*  This  writer  is  mentioned  by  Jacob,  as  author  of  the  two 
poems  here  printed  ;  but  without  any  intfmation  who  or 
what  he  was  ;  nor  have  I  been  able  to  difcover  any  particu- 
lars of  his  hiftory.  The  other  part  of  the  Seventh  Book  of 
Ovid  was  tranllated  by  Mr.  Tate.    N. 

The 
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The  labouring  oxen  fall  before  tlie  plow, 
Tlv  unliappy  plow-men  ftarc,  and  wonder  how  j- 
The  tabid  (lieep,  with  fickly  bleatinos,  pines  ; 
Its  wool  decreafing,  as  its  ilren^th  declines  ; 
The  warlike  fieed,  by 'inward  foes  compell'd. 
Neglects  his  honours,  and  deferts  the  field, 
Unnerv'd  and  languid  feeks  a  bafe  retreat, 
And  at  the  manger  groans,  but  willi'd  a  nobler  fate  f 
•'^Tht  ftags  forget  their  fpced,  the  boars  their  rage, 
!Nor  can  the  bears  the  llronger  herds  engage  : 
A  eeneral  faintnefs  does  invade  them  all. 
And  in  the  woods  and  fields  promifcuouflv  thev  fall- 
The  air  receives  the  ftench,  and  (firanije  to  fay) 
The  ravenous  birds  and  beads  avoid  the  prey  : 
Th'  i>rFenhve  bodies  rot  upon  the  ground, 
And  fpread  the  dire  contagion  all  around. 

But  now  the  plague,  grown  to  a  larger  fize,. 
Rjots  on  man,,  and  icorns  a  meaner  prize. 
Intedine  heais  begin  the  civil  war, 
Aiid  tlafhings  firft  the  latent  flame  declare, 
Ano  breath,  inipir'd,  which  feem'd  like  fiery  air. 
Their  biack  drv  tongues  are  fwell'd,  and  fcarce  can  move. 
And  Ihort  tluck  fighs  from  panting  lungs  are  drove  ; 
They  gape  for  air,  with  flattering  hopes  t'  abate 
Their  raging  flames,  but  that  augments  their  heat  j 
No  bed,  no  covering  can  the  wretches  bear, 
But  on  the  ground,  expos'd  to  open  air, 
They  liCj  and  hope  to  find  a  p:e.;fing  coolne 
The  fuffering  earth,  with  that  orprcffion  curft, 
Returiis  ihu  iit;au  which  they  imparted  firft. 

la 
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In  vain  phyficians  would  bellow  their  ai(l>. 
Vain  all  their  art,  and  ufelefs  all  their  trade ; 
And  they,  ev'n  they,  who  fleeting  life  recall. 
Feel  the  fame  powers,  and  undiflinguiflvd  fall. 
If  any  proves  fo  daring  to  attend 
His  lick  companion,  or  his  darling  friend, 
Th'  officious  wretch  fucks-in  contagious  breathy 
And  with  his  friend  doth  fympathize  in  death. 

And  now  the  care  and  hopes  of  life   are  pafV, 
They  pleafe  their  fancies,  and  indulge  their  tafle  ; 
At  brooks  and  dreams,  rcgardlefs  of  their  fliame, 
Each  fcx,  promifcuous,  ftrives  to  quench  their  flame  j 
Nor  do  they  Ihive  in  vain  to  quench  it  there, 
For  thirfl  and  life  at  once  extinguifli'd  are. 
Thus  in  the  brooks  the  dying  bodies  hnk. 
But  hcedlefs  ilill  the  ralh  furvivors  drink-,.  ^ 

So  much  uneafy  down  the  wretclies  hare, 
They  fly  their  beds  to  ftruggle  with  their  face  j 
But  if  decaying  flrength  forbids  to  rife. 
The  vi6:im  crawls  and  rolls,  till  on  the  ground  he  lie& 
Each  Ihuns  his  bed,  as  each  would  fliun  his  tomb; 
And  thinks  th'  infection  only  lodg'd  at  home. 

Here  one,  with  fainting  lleps,  does  flowly  creep 
O'er  heaps  of  dead,  and  ftrait  augments  a  heap  ; 
Another,  while  his  flrcngth  and  tongue  prcvail'd. 
Bewails  his  friend,  and  falls  himfelf  bewail'd  : 
This  wi'h  imploring  looks  furveys  the  ikics» 
The  Jaft  dear  office  of  his  clofing  eyes; 
But  finds  the  Heavens  implacable,  and  dies. 

Wl'.at  now,  ah!  what  employ'd  mv  troubled  mind  ? 
But  only  hopes  my  fubjcds  fate  to  find. 

3  What 
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What  place  foe'er  my  weeping  eyes  furvey, 
There  in  lamented  heaps  the  vulgar  lay; 
As  acorns  fcatter  when  the  winds  prevail, 
Gr  mellow  fruits  from  fhaken  branches  fail. 

You  fee  that  dome  which  rears  irs  front  fo  high,. 
'Tis  facred  to  the  Monarch  of  the  Sky  ; 
How  many  there,  with  unregarded  tears, 
And  fruitlefs  vows,  fent  up  fuccefslefs  prayers  I 
There  fathers  for  expiring  fons  implor'd. 
And  there  the  wife  bewail'd  her  gafping  Lord  j 
"With  pious  offerings  they  'd  appeafe  the  fKies, 
But  they,  ere  yet  th'  atoning  vapours  rife. 
Before  the  altars  fall,  themielves  a  facrifice  : 

They  fall,  while  yet  their  hands  the  gums  contain. 
The  gums  furviving,  but  their  offerers  flain. 

The  deflin'd  Ox,  with  holy  garlands  crown'd. 
Prevents  the  blow,  and  feels  an  unexpe6led  wound  ; 
When  I  mvfelf  invok'd  the  Power  Divine, 
To  drive  this  fatal  pefr  from  me  and  mine ; 
When  now  the  prieft  v,';th  hands  uplifted  flood,. 
Prepared  to  ftrike,  a^d  fljed  the  facred  blood. 
The  Gods  themfelves  the  mortal  ftroke  beflow. 
The  vi6lim  falls,  but  they  impart  the  blow  : 
Scarce  was  the  knife  with  the  pale  purple  ftain'd. 
And  no  prefages  could  be  then  obtain'd 
From  putrid  entrails,  where  th'  infeftion  reign'd. 

Death  ftalk'd  around  with  fuch  refifllefs  fv^ay, 
The  temples  of  the  Gods  his  force  obev. 
And  fuppliants  feel  his  flroke  while  yet  they  pray 
**  Go  now,  faid  he,  your  Deities  imj>loie 
]iOT  fruitlefs  aid,  fur  I  defy  their  power." 

Tiicn 
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Then  vvi:h  a  curs'd  maliciouG  joy  furvey'd 

Tlie  very  altars,  ftaia'd  with  trophies  cf  the  dead. 

The  reft,  thrown  mad  and  frantic  with  defpair. 
Urge  their  own  fate,  and  fo  prevent  the  fear. 
•Strange  madnefs  that,  when  death  purfucd  fo  faft, 
T'anticipnte  the  blow  with  impious  hafte. 

No  decent  honours  to  dielr  urns  are  paid. 
Nor  could  the  graves  receive  the  numerous  dead  j 
For  or  they  lay  unbury'd  on  the  ground. 
Or  unadorn'd  a  needy  funeral  found  : 
All  reverence  pad,  the  fainting  wretches  fight 
For  funeral  piles  which  were  another's  right. 

Unmourn'd  they  fall ;  for  who  furviv'd  to  mourn  ? 
And  fires  and  mothers  unlamented  burn  ; 
Parents  and  fons  fuftain  an  equal  fate. 
And  wandering  ghofts  their  kindred  fhadows  meet*- 
The  dead  a  larger  fpace  of  ground  require, 
Nor  are  the  trees  fufficient  for  the  fire. 

Defpairing  under  grief's  opprefTive  weight. 
And  funk  by  thefe  tempeftuous  blafts  of  Fate, 
**  O  Jove,  faid  I,  if  com.mon  fame  fays  true. 
If  e'er  iEgina  gave  thofc  joys  to  you, 
If  e'er  you  lay  inclos'd  in  her  embrace. 
Fond  of  her  charms,  and  eager  ta^oflefs  5 

0  father,  if  you  do  not  yet  difclaim 
Paternal  care,  nor  yet  difown  the  name. 
Grant  my  petitions ;  and  with  fpeed  reftore 
My  fubjects  numerous  as  they  were  before. 
Or  make  me  partner  of  the  fate  they  bore." 

1  fpokc,  and  glorious  lightning  ihone  around, 
-And  rattling  thunder  gave  a  profperous  found  j 

z  "So 
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"  So  let  it  be  ;  and  may  thefe  omens  prove 
A  pledge,  faid  I,  of  your  returning  love  !" 

By  chance  a  reverend  oak  was  near  the  place, 
Sacred  to  Jove,  and  of  Dodona's  race, 
Whera frugal  Ants  laid  up  their  winter  meat, 
Whofe  little  bodies  bear  a  mighty  weight : 
We  faw  them  march  along,  and  hide  their  flore, 
And  much  admir'd  their  number,  and  their  power: 
Admir'd  at  firft,  but  after  envy'd  more. 
Full  of  amazement,  thus  to  Jove  I  pray'd  : 
'**  O  grant,  fince  thus  my  fubjecls  are  decay 'd. 
As  many  fubjefts  to  fupply  the  dead  !" 
I  pf^v'dj-andllrange  convulfions  fliook  the  oak, 
Which  murmur'd,  though  by  ambient  winds  unlhook.: 
My  trembling  hands,  and  lliff-erecled  hair, 
Expreft  all  tokens  of  uncommon  fear ; 
Yet  both  the  earth  and  facred  oak  I  kifs'd,  ■ 
And  fcarce  could  hope,  yet  ftill  I  hop'd  the  bed; 
For  wretches,  whatfoe'er  the  Fates  divine, 
Expound  all  omens  to  their  own  debgn. 

But  now  'twas  night,  when  ev'n  diftrafrion  wears 
A  pleafing  look,  and  dreams  beguile  our  cares. 
Lo  !  the  fame  oak  appears  before  my  eyes, 
Nor  aker'd  in  its  fha[^,  ror  former  f:ze ; 
As  many  Ants  the  numerous  branches  bear. 
The  fame  their  labour,  and  their  frugal  care  ; 
Tfce  branches ^oo  a  like  commotion  found, 
Aed  fliook  th'  induflrious  creatures  on  the  ground, 
Wlio  by  degrees  (what  's  fcarce  to  be  believ'd) 
A  nobler  form  and  larger  bulk  receiv'd, 

And 
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And  on  the  earth  vvalk'd  an  unufual  pace 
"^V-ith  many  (It ides,  and  an  erected  face .5 
Their  numerous  legs  and  former  colour  lofl, 
The  inietls  could  a  human  figure  hoaft. 

1  wake,  and  waking  find  mv  cares  again, 
And  to  the  un performing  Gods  complain, 
And  call  their  promife  and  pretences  vain. 
Yet  in  my  court  I  lieard  the  murmuring  voice 
Of  firangers,  and  a  mixt  uncommon  noife  : 
But  I  fufpeded  all  was  fiill  a  dream. 
Till  Telamon  to  my  apartment  came, 
Opening  the  door  with  an  impetuous  liaRe: 

0  come,  faid  he,  and  fee  your  faith  and  hopes  furpafl : 

1  follow:  and,  confus'd  with  wonder,  view 
Thofe  (hapcs  which  my  prefaging  flumbei-s  drew  : 
I  faw,  and  own'd.  and  cali'd  thern  fubjefts  j  they 
Confefl  my  power,  fubmiilive  to  my  fvvay. 

To  Jove,  reftorer  of  my  race  decay 'd, 
]My  vows  were  firu  with  due  oblations  paitL 
]  t'len  {'livide  with  an  impartial  hand 
?.Iy  empty  city,  and  my  ruin'd  land, 
To  give  the  new-born  youth  an  equal  fliare, 
And  call  them  Myrmidons,  from  what  the^  were. 
You  faw  their  perfons ;  and  they  flill  retain 
The  thrift  of  Ants,  though  now  transform'd  to  Men. 
A  frugal  people,  and  inur'd  to  fweat, 
I^abouring  to  gain,  .an<l  keeping  what  they  get. 
Thefe,  ecpial  both  in  ilrength  and  years,  fliall  join 
'Their  willing  aid,  and  follovv?  your  defign, 
'With  the  firfl:  Southern  gale  that  (liall  prefent 
[.T.o  fill  your  lails,  and  favour  your  intent. 

AGAINST 
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AGAINST   THE    FEAR    OF   DEATH. 

BY    MR.    S  T  O  N  E  S  T  R  E  E  T. 

"TXTHAT  has  this  life  to  sr.ake  ir  worth  our  care  ? 

^  ^      What  mighty  charms  can  wretched  we  defcry ' 
Which  can  io  great  a  plague  fo  much  endear, 
Or  lo  ignobly  make  us  fear  to  die  ? 

If  we  by  various  pailions  are  diilreL'd, 
And  daily  tofs'd  in  life's  tempeftuous  leas, 

Why  ihould  we  thus  the  friendly  dar:  deteft. 
And  fly  the  blelling  which  alforai  us  eaie  ? 

\tierce  anger,  fordid  fear,  and  deep  defpair. 

With  all  the  pailions  which  degrade  the^.an, 
All  thefe  wc  can  with  fervile  patience  bear, 
And  though  compleatly  wretched,  ftill  live  on. 

Or  elfe  perhaps  we  love;  the  charming  pain 
Detains  us  llaves  to  what  will  plague  us  moft^ 

Oh  !  how  we  fondly  hug  th'  ignoble  chain, 
Till  reafon  is  in  folly's  mazes  loft ! 

■  Ev'n  Freedom,  we  furvive  the  lofs  of  thee, 

Thou  greateft  blelTmg  which  mankind  can  know  ; 

When,  if  we  will  ourf^lves,  we  may  be  free. 

And  foar  above  the  fkies,  and  fee  the  earth  below. 

The  gout,  the  ftone,  like  Martyrs  we  endure, 

Thole  torments  which  our  dear  bought  pleafures  give  j 

With  all  the  cruelty  attends  their  cure, ' 
We  freely  bear,  and  all  in  hopes  to  live. 

But 
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But  how  unjuftly  we,  alas,  are  ferv'd  ! 

The  wifli'd-for  blefling  proves  cur  greated:  curfe. 
Our  tranfient  eafe  will  Ihew  we  were  prcferv'd 

From  fmaller  evils,  but  to  futfer  worfe. 

And  though  unfhaken  Reafon  does  proclaim 
That  there  's  eternal  eafe  among  the  dead  ; 

We  quake,  we  ficken  at  the  bugbear  name. 
And  Fear  almofl  performs  the  work  we  dread. 

Tell  me,  deluded  mortals,  tell  me  this, 

Why  we  who  are  expos'd  to  Fortune's  hate, 

Who  fee  no  profpccl  of  advancing  blifs, 

Should  drag  a  hfe,  and  Ic^ve  th'  opprefiive  weight'' 

Come  then,  my  friend;,  with  equal  cares  dillrefsVI, 
Thou  too  kind  p;irtner  of  refifllefs  grief, 

Ivet  's  on  to  death,  the  fureft  wav  to  rell  ; 
And  court  the  fancy'd  tyrant  for  relief. 

HORACE,    BOOK    II.     ODE   XVI  *. 

MEN  AND  MEASURES  CHARACTERISED. 

T^O  R  quiet,  Friend,  the  Sailor  pravs 
Midft  ftormy  winds  and  roamy  feas, 
While  moon  and  ftars  withhold  their  light, 

And  half  the  globe  is  wrapt  in  night: 

Or, 

*    T   know  not   who  was   the   author  of  this  Imitation, 
frft    j^ubliihcd   in  Auguft   1739.    The  copy  from  which  I 
iw  print   it,  containing  feveral  marginal  corrections,  xvas 
Vo  L.  V.  G  '  puf chafed 
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Or,  if  loud  thunders  fhake  the  deep, 
With  Haddock's  peaceful  crew  to  deep. 

^\'hen  armies  join  in  horrid  fra\\ 
And  Death  deforms  the  deep  array, 
Shew  mc  the  Chief,  inur'd  to  toils. 
All  cover'd  o'er  with  hoftile  fpoils  ; 
Who  would  not  quit  the  fatal. field 
And  all  the  tame  that  triumphs  yield, 
Should  George  or  Walpok  kindly  mark 
His  poft  of  honour  in  Hyde  Park. 
For  all  the  dangers,  toils,  and  ftrife. 
That  cloud  the  fprightly  noon  of  life, 
Are  borne,  that  gentle  (^uiet  may 
Clofe  the  mild  evening  of  its  da  v. 

'Tis  not  the  Star,  the  String,  the  Robe, 
Thofe  baits  that  catch  th'  ennobled  mob  ! 
With  all  that  brib'd  a  venal  train 
To  vote  a  fiiameful  peace  with  Spain, 
.Can  calm  the  confcience,  or  control 
The  teazing  tumults  of  the  foul. 

Nor  can  the  guards  that  watch  a  Throne 
Bid  anguifh  and  remorfe  be  gone; 
They  hover  o'er  the  rith  alcove, 
And  daili  the  draughts  of  "uilty  Love. 

Far  happier  He, -who  craves  no  more 
Than  whaL  his  Fathers  had  before  j 

purchafetl  with   fevcral  curious  pamphlets,  in   1779,  at  the 
fale  of  Pr.  Arbuthnot's  library. —   Another  Imitation  of 
,  this  Ode,    by  Mr.   Hughe'-,    is  u\  the  Englilh  Poets,   vol- 
XXII.  p.  102,     N. 

Who 
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Who  fees  his  frugal  meal  prepar'd 
Beneath  the  roof  his  Fathers  rear'd ; 
Whofe  days  are  crown'd  with  fweet  content, 
Whofe  nighis  in  quiet  {lumbers  fpenc. 

Whence  then  thy  fchemes,  deluded  man, 
Tiiis  noify  chace  in  life's  fhoit  fpan  ? 
From  clime  to  clime,  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
Where  tcmpefts  fvvecp,  or  billows  roll ; 
Purfue  you  blifs  ?  Know,  buflling  elf, 
To  gain  it,  thou  mufi;  lofe  thyfelf. 

Go  boaft  the  Minifter  thy  friend  ; 
Throw  cumberous  Virtue  off;  afcend 
The  gitldy  pinnacle  of  power  ; 
Seek  Houghton's*  plains  and  Richmond':  bower. 
The  lonely  grove,  the  filcnt  vale. 
Or  bid  thy  canvafs  catch  the  gale  ; 
If  all  too  weak  to  banifli  grief. 
Fly  to  the  bottle  for  relief. 

Cares,  rapid  as  a  whirlwind's  force, 
Out-fly  the  deer,  out-run  the  hoi  fc  j 
Round  the  bright  coronet  they  twine  ; 
They  fparkle  in  the  fprightly  wine  ; 
They  taint  the  fragrance  of  the  breeze; 
They  whiiper  through  the  waving  trees; 
And,  where  the  gilded  dreamers  fly, 
They  fwell  the  breafl,  and  prompt  the  llgh. 

Hope  you  for  pleafure  pure,  refin'd 
From  evviry  lot  of  human-kind  ; 

*  The  feat  of  Sir  Robert  Walpolc.     N. 

O  z  From 
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From  future  woe,  and  prelent  pain  ? 
Believe  rne,  Friend,  you  hope  in  vain, 
"Virtue  enjoys  life's  chearful  rar, 
Or  wiielr  laughs  irs  gioom  away. 

Young  Sheffield  *  perifh'd  in  his  bloom, 
"Wliile  Selkirk  witherd  to  his  tomb. 
Heaven,  as  a  curie,  to  rae  mav  lend 
The  vears  it  has  deny'd  ras'  friend. 
St  John  from  BritaiD  exii'd  files  ; 
While  nations  from  his  tongue  grow  wife  ; 
And  peuiion'd  Horace  f  fwcih,  while  States 
Are  fmit  with  folly  as  he  prates  ; 
There  Wade  in  Marlborough's  fplendor  lides. 
And  Yorke  in  Talbot's  beat  preiides  j 
And  foon,  Argyll,  a  beardlefs  boy 
^lav  wield  the  truncheon  you  enjoy. 
In  vain  thy  fpiiir,  ftrength,  and  eafe, 
O  Pulterev  !    warm,  perfuace,  and  pleafe. 
If  the  reiifileis  nod  of  Bob 
Can  gnids  the  rote,  and  gain  the  job. 
See  Peers,  while  England's  honours  (ink. 
With  Sherlock  vote,  with  Stanhope  think  j 
Ajid  Wianington  and  Yonge  prevail 
Where  Lyttelton  and  vVvndham  fail. 

"Vrt  all  is  juft,  could  mortals  fee 
How  with  their  end  the  means  agree  ; 
Or  trace  the  Powers,  that  guide  tiie  whole. 
And  bid  the  moral  f^ftem  roll. 

*  EdiT-und,  the  fecond  ddke  of  Buckingham.     N. 
f  Horace  ;  1.  e.  Walpole,  afterwards  lord  Walpole.     N. 

'Ti 
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'Tis  vour's  life's  a6live  fcenes  to  grace 
With  every  virtue  of  thy  race  j 
For  Heaven,  with  wealth  and  titles,  gave 
Thee  foul  to  fpend,  and  fenfe  to  fave. 
To  me,  the  Fates,  feverely  kind, 
A  fmall  inclolure  have  allign'd  j 
Some  fparks  of  genius,  and  a  foul 
That  hates  a  Knave,  and  loaths  a  Fool. 

WRITTEN  IN  SAINT  EVREMONT'S*  ESSAYS, 
PRESENTED    TO    A    LADY. 

'TpHROUGH  various  climes  of  cenfure  and  applaufe, 
-^    In  this  wide  world  of  Criticks  and  their  iawi, 
(The  common  fare  bv  Authors  ur.dergone)  . 
The  great,  the  wife  St.  Evremonr  has  run. 
But  now,  fecure,  he  can  refpect  command. 
Where'er  the  Mufes  rtretch  their  f^lver  wand  ; 
Where  fenfe  is  valued,  and  where  learning  Ihines, 
And  fparkling  wit  can  charm  in  polifh'd  lines  ; 
Where'er  true  eloquence  and  talre  prevail. 
And  Authors  have  their  praife  for  thinking  well. 
Vain  would  he  l)e,  and  uninitrufted  yet. 
In  the  juft  worth  of  what  himfelf  had  wrir. 
Should  he  difdain  for  your  applaufe  to  fue. 
Or  fcruple  to  fubmit  his  works  to  you. 
Fair  Critick,  in  his  name  I  humbly  bend, 
A^dmit  the  fupplianc  Author  by  his  friend  ; 
And,  as  you  find  him  merit  your  efteem, 
Excuie  his  agent,  and  encourage  him. 

*  Of  whom,  fee  vol.  I.  p.  IZ3.     N. 

G  3  TO 


26  MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

TO    LOVE,    AFTER    INDIFFERENCE. 

TT7ELC0ME,  thrice  welcome  to  m}'  frozen  heart, 
Thou  long-departed  fire  ; 
How  could'll:  thou  fo  regardlcfs  be 
Of  one  fo  true,  fo  fond  as  me, 
Whofe  early  thought,  whofe  firfr  de fires 

Were  pointed  all  to  thee  ? 
When,,  in  the  morning  of  my  day. 

Thy  empire  firfl  began, 
Pleas'd  with  the  profpeft  of  thy  fvvay. 
Into  thy  arms  1  ran  ; 
Without  referve,   my  willing  heart  I  gave, 
Proud  that  I  had  my  freedom  loft. 
Contending  which  I  ought  to  boaft, 
The  making  thee  a  fovereign,  or  myfelf  a  flavc. 

Still  I  am  forc'd  to  execute  thy  will, 
By  me  declare  thy  power  and  Ikill ; 
My  heart  already  by  thy  fire 
Is  fo  prtpar'd,  is  fo  refin'd. 

There  's  nothing  left  behind 

But  infinite  defire. 
O  :  would'll:  thou  touch  thnt  lovely  maid 
(Whofe  charms  and  thine  I  have  obey'd) 

With  fuch  anodier  flame, 
The  heaven  that  would  appear  in  me 
Would  fpeak  fuch  goodnefs  dwelt  in  thee, 

Thy  bow,  thy  art. 

No  more  need  guide  thy  dart  j 
?No  heart  fo  ftubborn,  but  at  that  would  sini. 

b     i     -A 
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SIX    PASTOR  A  I.  S    BY   DR.    EVANS'^ 

FROM     ORIGINAL    MSS. 

*'■'  O  thou  the  tendered  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 
Smile  on  a  lonefome  unambitious  fwain.  ■ 
Thy  artlefs  beauties  to  his  vcrfe  transfer. 
And  make  the  ihepherd  like  his  nymph  appear. 
.  Though  lowly,  lovely  ;   modcll,  yet  not  mean ; 
Though  warm,  not  wanton;  uuitdoru'd,  yet  clean."  Pas  T.4, 

A  L  EN,  OR  T  K  E  T  A  L E.  P  A  S  T  O  R  A L  f. 
IXSCRI3ED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  PEMBROKE,  1707. 

ROBIN       AND       NANCY. 

TN  vain  the  bafliful  Bard  prefurnes  to  fing; 

-*-  In  vain  hi:;  mcilcft  Mufe  expands  htr  trembling  wing. 

DifuufL  to  p'eafe  lufpends  her  tuneful  choice,  . 

And  finks  the  puny  Poet's  feeble  voice. 

How  fliould  he  ling,  alas  !   unikill'd  in  fong  ? 

Or  how  fuccced  in  his  attempt  fo  young  ? 

Teach  him,  ye  plumy  minfuels  of  the  groves  t 

In  artleis  ftrains  ye  warble  forth  your  loves  : 

Untaught,  the  linnet  and  the  nightingale 

With  native  melody  delitiit  the  dale  ; 

*  Of  Dr.  Evans,  fee  vol.  III.^.  118.  vol.  IV.   p.  356.-^ 
The   Pallorals  here  hrll  primed  (for  which  I  am  obliged   to 
Mr.  R^eo)  are  intituled,  "  Exirafts  from  an  original  manu- 
"  fcript  volume  of  Pallorals  by  A.  Evans."     The   fpecimen,  ■ 
thus  preferved,  may  perhaps  be  the  ^aea•.u^  of  bringing  the 

G  4  Li^e, 
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Like  them,  my  Mufe,  thy  {lender  mufick  tiy, 

And  glad  the  plains  with  rufiic  harmony  : 

No  lofty  thoughts  thefe  fylvan  fcenes  infufe, 

A  homely  foag  beft  fits  a  homely  Mufe. 

Herbert !  true  friend  !  to  thee,  of  right,  belong 

Thefe  lays,  my  firft  eflay  in  rural  fong. 

When  chilling  winter  pinch'd  the  needy  fwain. 

And  his  flarv'd  flock  pin'd  on  the  barren  plain  ; 

You  took  him  home,  what  more  could  ll^.epherd  crave  ? 

And  Ihelter  to  his  (hecp  and  fodder  gave. 

O  could  I  imitate  thofe  fprightly  itrains, 

With  which  great  Pembroke  whilom  charm'd  the  plain?. 

To  thee  my  grateful  reed  ihouid  fv/eetly  found, 

And  Herbert's  na-ne  through  every  grove  refound. 

?^Iean  while  the  tribute  of  an  liumblcr  lay 

Accept  ;  'tis  all  a  bankrupt  ^Nlufe  can  pay. 

'Tvvas  dufK  ;   and  now  Heaven's  (hining  troops  began 
Their  polar  marcii,  with  Vefper  in  the  van  j 
When  Nancy,  leaning  on  young  Robin's  avm, 
Ptturn'd  from  dancing  at  a  neighbouring  farm. 
Lons;  had  the  pair  with  mutual  flames  been  bleft, 
And  Love  and  Joy  exulted  in  each  breaft ; 
Tiie  happy  fwain,  preft  by  fo  fweet  a  load. 
Yet  lighter  for  his  lovely  burden  trod. 
And  now  the  moon,  uprifing  in  the  call:, 
IvOns:  Ihadows  on  the  ^jloomv  vallev  caft. 
The  timorous  nvmph  clung  to  her  guardian  fwain, 
Scard  at  each  fhade  that  fuetch'd  along  the  plain  ; 
And  often  turn'd  ;  oft  thought  fome  fprighc  appeared  j 
Now  fiilking  elves,  now  jack-a-lanterns  fear'd. 

Till 
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Till  the  kind  youtli,  who  long  had  learn'd  the  way 
To  fooih  her  hreaft,  and  every  care  allay, 
Thus  with  a  tale  began  to  charm  her  ears. 
Beguile  the  way,  and  expiate  her  fears. 

ROBIN. 

All  on  high  noon,  when  as  the  fultry  plains 
To  cooly  fhades  had  drove  the  fainting  fwains, 
Aneath  the  Ihelccr  of  a  whelming  rock 
Lucilla  lay }  around  her  graz'd  her  flock  ; 
Around  and  near  j  proud  to  be  thufen  kept ; 
Nor  wander'd  they  albe't  their  paflor  flept. 
Ah,  happy  flock  !  well  might  ye  deign  to  ftay* 
From  fuch  a  lovely  keeper  what  would  ftray  ? 
Ah,  happy  flock  !  rul'd  by  fo  fvveet  a  maid  ; 
Ah,  happy  girl  !  by  flocks  and  fwains  obey'd, 
NANCY. 

How  !  Robin  !  how  I 

ROBIN. 

Nay,  Nancy  dear  !  I  trow, 
With  all  her  beauties,  fhe  mufl  vail  to  you. 
Belike  the  lad  who  did  the  lay  indite 
Liv'd  long  ago  j  or  ne'er  of  thee  had  fight, 

N  A  N  C  Y. 

Tell  on,  whoe'er  the  lad  or  lafs  may  be. 
It  matters  not,  fo  Robin  loves  but  me. 

ROBIN. 

A  flowery  wreath  her  milky  temples  bound  j 
The  fweeteft  flowers  the  fweetefl:  maiden  crown'd. 
Each  flower  fo  worn  puts  on  a  brighter  hue  : 
Yet,  though  they  flourifh'd  more  than  when  they  grew, 
4  The 
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The  lily,  which  in  gardens  feems  fo  fair. 

No  Inow  could  brag,  her  whiter  ikin  fo  near. 

The  rofe,  which  on  the  bulhes  blulhes  fo, 

Wax'd  pale,  or  feem'd  to  wax.     Carnations  too 

Doubled  their  fmell,  but  lofi  their  crimfon  dye. 

Or  feem'd  to  lofe  ;  her  lovelier  cheeks  fo  nigh. . 

As  thus  the  maid,  Oretch'd  on  the  moffy  floor,  . 

Slept,  as  fhe  thouglit,  from  prying  lads  fecure, 

Alen,  a  (hepherd  of  the  bordering  plains. 

Young,  yet  no  ftranger  to  Love's  tender  pains. 

In  queft  of  wanton  flragglers  from  his  flock 

Chanc'd  this-a-way  to  pafs ;   but  when  the  rock  . 

He  fpied,  ^nd,  low  adown,  fo  fair  a  lafs 

In  tempdng  guife,  fofc  (lumbering  on  the  grafs, 

Hib  ft- arch  forgot,  and  loft  in  fweet  amaze, 

He  flops,  upon  the  lovely  girl  to  gaze. 

Well  might  he  ftop  !   Who  fuch  a  fight  could  fpy. 

Yet,  like  a  lubber,  pafs  unbeedfui  by  ? 

*'  Ah  me  !   (he  cried,  when  firft  he'd  power  to  fpeak) 

Ah  me  !    (then  figh'd  as  though  his  heart  would  break) 

What  may  this  mean  ?  why  flutters  fo  my  heart? 

Why  glow  my  cheeks  ?  and  whence  this  tickling  fma'^' 

Through  every  limb?  Of  fleeping  maids  good  (lore 

1  've  feen,  yet  never  felt  the  like  before. 

Some  fairy  queen,  I  trow,  who  with  her  train. 

By  moonfliine,  nightly  trips  it  on  the  plain. 

Dwells  in  this  hollow  hill!  'tis  fo  !  then  hade, 

Rafli  lad,  away  !   thou  can  ft  not  fly  too  faft. 

Hafte,  turn  thy  eyes,  left  with  their  lofs  you  pay 

The  bold  forbidden  ken.     Hafte  far  away. 

Cliancc 
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Chance  fhe  to  wake,  albe't  you  'fcape  with  fight. 

Dread  the  blue  marks  of  pinches  rude  each  night. 

But  ah  !   I  rave  ;  wh "t  fairy  elve  may  vie 

With  flefli  fo  fair  !  ting'd  with  fuch  rofy  dye  ? 

Thofe  tiny  forms  at  midnight  take  their  round 

And  never  deep;  or  lleep  not,  fure,  fo  found. 

The  wreath  flie  d'ons  befpeaks  her  May's  bright  queen. 

So  juftly  chofen  by  our  neighbour  Green. 

Tis  fhe  !  and  fong  is  fcanty  in  her  praife, 

Though  the  fweet  burden  of  each  (hepherd's  lays  : 

But  O  !  what  lays,  what  ditties,  can  fet  forth 

Such  countlefs  beauties  !  fuch  unmated  worth  ? 

Why  ftoop  I  not,  and  gently  fteal  a  kifs  ? 

I  tremble  !  what  unwonted  dread  is  this  ! 

LalTcs,  well  pleas'd,  fuch  tender  thefts  allow  ; 

Oft  have  I  tried  them  ;    what  withholds  me  now  ? 

Ah  !  lucklefs  hap  to  guide  my  Aeps  this  way  ! 

I  fought  a  ftraying  lamb;  but  now,  wide  flray 

Myfelf,  alas!  better  I'd  flay'd  at  home 

Content,  though  half  my  fiock  had  deign'd  to  roam. 

My  pipe,  the  tuneful  calmer  of  my  grief. 

With  chcary  ftrains  had  yielded  fure  relief; 

Soft  foothing  founds  had  wafted  wide  my  care. 

While  anfwering  groves  had  feem'd  my  woes  to  Ihare. 

But  foothing  ditties  fan  a  lover's  flame, 

And  who  would  goad  the  grief  he  fecks  to  tame  > 

Untoward  ail  !  which  mufic  feeds  alone  ! 

Woe's  me  poor  Alen  !  then,  I'm  fhare  undone  ! 

But  why  undone  ?  is  Love  fo  fad  a  pain  ? 

O  I  yes,  it  is  when  not  recurn'd  again. 

Why 
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Why  not  return'd  ?  to  woo  's  a  pkafing  tafk  j 

Will  any  damill  yield  afore  we  aik  ? 

Such  lovely  looks  ill  mate  with  peevifh  pride  ; 

'Tis  foon  enough  to  wail  when  once  denied. 

Blithibmt  and  briik,  I  trow,  thou  dofl:  not  bear 

A  make  that  ever  yet  was  known  to  fcare. 

$ucky  and  Agnis,  maids  of  no  mean  face. 

Allow  thee  freely  in  their  hearts  a  place ; 

And  why  fhould  this  defpife  thee  ?  though  more  gay. 

She  's  woman,  and  may  love  as  well  as  they. 

But,  fhould  Ihe  not !  can  Alen  brook  her  fcorn, 

Jn  love,  wont  hitherto  to  meet  return  ? 

Waift-heart  !  what  fball  I  do  in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 

How  will  fafl:  trickligg  tears  unman  my  face? 

How  will  my  fighs  fwell  up  the  rifmg  gale  ? 

Yet,  what  will  fighs,  and  what  will  tears  avail  ? 

Still  hope  :    what  though  ihe  fhould  thy  fuit  deny; 

Lafle?,  at  firfl,  are  naturally  coy, 

And  will  be  woo'd.     'Tis  cunning  more  than  fcorn 

With-holds  their  fmiles,  we  flight  what  's  eafy  won. 

Were  there  no  rugeed  rocks  nor  dreary  dales, 

We  fhould  npt  prize  the  beauty  of  thefe  vales. 

The  rofe.  the  violet,  and  cowilip  too, 

Would  feem  lefs  fweet,  were  no  rank  weeds  to  grow. 

Then  ne'er  defpair  ;   though,  firfl,  Ihe  icy  prove. 

In  time  fhe'll  melt.  Love  's  the  reward  of  Love. 

Alack,  alack  !  my  hope  is  all  too  vain  J 

Oft  have  I  heard  how  much  this  fruitful  plain 

Vaunts  of  its  blithfome  youth  ;  lads  who  polTefs 

Whare'er  in  Love  can  pleafe,  or  maiden  blefs. 

Mebap 
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Mehap  fome  one  of  thefe  her  eafy  heart 

May  have  already  gain'd  :  and  then,  what  fmart 

Mull:  Alen  feel,    what  woe,   what  pining  pain. 

To  fee  the  lafs  for  which  I  figh  in  vain 

Some  lucky  rival  blefs  !  O  rueful  thought ! 

Firft  may  I  die,  ere  fuch  fliould  be  my  lot  !" 

So  having  plain'd,  his  fiand  the  fhepherd  takes 

Propt  on  his  crook :  foft  watching  till  Ihe  wakes. 

But,  of  his  court,  the  ftory  makes  no  fay  ; 

Or  elfe,  mehap,  the  reft  was  torn  away. 

Now,  for  my  tale,  I  beg,  at  lead,  one  kifs. 

NANCY. 

Take  it,  dear  lad  1  and  with  it  this,  and  this. 
Such  tales  to  tell,  I  'd  hire  thee  thus  all  day. 
So  fwcet  the  purchafe,  and  fo  fweet  the  pay. 

ROGER,  OR  THE  WAG.    PASTORAL  IIL 

WILLIAM      AND      COLIN. 

A  LL  wet  and  weary  William  home  returned 
•^  ■*■  From  diflant  fairs,  and  o'erftock'd  markets  mourn'd. 
Slowly  lag  on  his  weather-beaten  fold. 
The  greater  part  as  yet  remain'd  unfold. 
Him  Colin  fpied,  who,  from  the  open  plain. 
Had  driven  his  flock  to  fhelter  from  the  rain. 
Beneath  a  hollow  hill  the  ihepherd  fate; 
And  joys  to  welcome  his  long  abfent  mate. 
To  him  he  hies ;  the  friendly  cavern  ihews. 
And  to  the  covert  bears  his  fainting  ewes  : 
A  leathern  bottle,  flor'd  witli  humming  beer, 
He  brings;  large  draughts  the  drooping  drover  chear. ' 

And 
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And  now  the  fun  fhot  forth  a  gladfome  ray; 
The  ternpeft  ceas'd  ;   again  the  fields  look'd  gay. 
William,  infenfibly,  forgets  Ills  care, 
And  cheary  thus  befpeaks  his  kind  conipeer. 

WILLIAM. 

Sure  I  fet  out  on  fome  unlucky  day  ! 
But,  coining  fairs  my  pains  may  better  pay. 
^Twere  vain  to  grieve  ;  v.'hat  muft  be  will  befall; 
Good  and  ill  hap,  by  turn,  {till  wait  on  all. 
Now,  fay  the  news,  e'er  lince  I  faw  thee  laft.. 
And  how  the  Whitfun  holidays  were  pad ; 
"Who  won  the  wreftling  prizes  at  the  wake  ; 
Whofe  head  was  broke,  and  for  what  lafs's  fake; 
Hath  lovefome  Lcbin  wedded  buxom  Kate  ? 
And  how  doih  Roger  bear  his  high  eilate  ? 
Roger  turn'd  farmer  !  Plow-bovs,  prick  your  ears  ! 
What  lubber  now  to  make  his  fortune  fears  ? 

€  O  L  1  M. 

Full  of  himfelf  ftill  Roger  prides  to  be 
The  Merry-andrew  of  the  companv. 
Our  mirth  he  moves  all  as  a  glamefome  calf  ; 
We  laugh,  indeed,  but  'tis  at  him  we  laugh. 

WILLI  AM. 

Lo  !  where  he  comes  :  O  flrange  !  he  turns  afide  ! 
And  fee,  a  plaifter  doth  his  temples  hide. 
You  feem  to  fmile  ;   I  pry 'thee,  Colin,  tell 
3i  aught  worth  counting  hath  the  man  befell. 

COLIN. 
Seme  four  or  five  days  paft,  as  on  the  brink, 
(Where  morn  and  evening  all  the  cattle  uiink) 

Simon 
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Simon  and  I,  and  Steven,  in  debate, 
With  Kitty,  and  her  lover  Dicky,  fate, 
Roger  came  up,  though  an  unbidden  gueft, 
And  marr'd  our  chatting  with  an  ill-tim'd  jeft. 
A  thoufand  monkey  tricks  the  wag  play'd  o'er  j 
Then  drew  a  naughty  figure  on  the  fliore  : 
Strait,  fparkifh  Steven,  who  had  feen  the  town, 
To  Ihew  his  knowledge,  called  it  "  a  great  gun.'* 
Simon,  becaufe  it  Ibmething  feem'd  to  fpout. 
Said  "  Nay ;   an  engine  'tis,  the  flames  to  d'out!" 
"  Right !  Roger  cried  ;  what  longing  lafs  defires 
A  fitter  engine  to  alTuage  Love's  fires  ?" 
And  here  tlie  lout  his  fides  ungracious  fhakes  ; 
And  mighty  mock  at  fimple  Simon  makes : 
While  modeft  blufhes  Kitty's  cheeks  o'erfpreadj 
No  rofe  in  June  glows  with  fo  bright  a  red. 
But  Dicky  eyed  him  with  a -ftera  regard. 
**  Such  artifts  fhould  not  want  a  due  reward," 
Said  he;    then  flamp'd  the  wicked  pi£lure  outj 
And,  with  his  fheephook,  bravely  laid  about. 
This  marr'd  the  lubber's  laugh  :  away  he  fled. 
So  may  all  vicious  Woii'd-be-wits  be.fped. 

AV  I  L  L  I  A  M. 

Since  wlien  did  Dicky  fo  much  courage  gain  ? 
Dicky  !  the  meereft  milkfop  of  the  plain. 

COLIN. 

Fair  Kitty's  prefence  made  the  ftripling  bold  '. 
His  love  ill-treated,  who  his  hands  could  hold  ? 
Dicky  behav'd  as  fuits  a  lover  fwain  : 
A  worm,  when  trodden  on,  will  turn  again. 


ys 
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WILLIAM. 

So  did  not  Roger.     What  a  brag  is  he  ! 
Boldnefs  and  fheepifhnefs  but  ill  agree. 
Could  fuch  a  bluiterer  tamely  take  a  blow  } 
In  words  fo  high,  in  manhood  all  fo  low  ! 
COLIN. 

Empt}'  and  noify,  yet  unlike  a  drum  ; 

Spare  him,  he  rattles;  but,  well  drubb'd,  is  dumb. 

WILLIAM. 

Yet  this  is  he,  who,  in  his  own  conceit 
jNIoft  wife,  as  fools  doth  all  his  fellows  treat. 

COLIN. 

Not  in  his  own  conceit  alone,  or  how 

From  driving,  Ihould  he  come  to  own  the  piow? 

WILLIAM. 

His  tongue  hath  fcrv'd  him  well  at  time  of  need  s 
He  that  will  fpare  to  fpeak  may  fpare  to  fpeed. 
1  envy  not ;  ho'^rever  wealth  may  charm. 
Yet,  who  would  Roger  be,  to  gain  his  faim  ? 

COLIN. 

Alas!  we  all  our  difFeient  failings  ihare: 
The  bed  have  faults,  and  each  with  each  ihould  bear. 
Now  hie  and  glad  thy  mefs-mates  with  thy  fight : 
Thy  harrafs'd  ewes  Ihall  be  my  care  to-night. 
For  lo  !  the  fetting  fun.     The  flocks  once  penn'd. 
Home  hafling  I'll  thy  news  from  far  attend. 

DICKY, 
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T  TAIL  to  the  folitary  groves  ! 

■^  -^  Enlairg'cl,  where  fportsve  Fancy  roves. 

What  brightnefs  glitters  througli  the  glade  ! 

Thalia,  foul-alluring  maid  ! 

Deign'ft  thou  to  vifit  me  again  ? 

Why  point'ft  thou  (o  to  yonder  fvvain  ? 

Methinks  I  hear  the  itripling  wail  — 

And  dwell  there  forrows  in  the  dale  ? 

From  fcenes  of  peace  can  woes  arife  ? 

A  while  let's  liften  to  his  fighs. 

DICKY. 

*'  Gee,  Dobbin,  gee  !  the  fun  grows  low. 
And  we  have  yet  much  land  to  plow. 
Though  this  a  loofe  and  fandy  foil. 
With  one  poor  beafi:  yet  hard  's  the  toil. 
Hard  is  the  toil,  when,  with  a  mind 
Unquiet,  feeble  limbs  are  join'd  ! 
Alack,  alack  !  v/ith  little  heart 
I  hold  the  plow,  or  drive  the  cart  I 
Liftlefs  in  whatfoe'er  I  do, 
No  v^ondcr  'tis  we  loiter  fo. 
Untoward  Love  hath  turn'd  my  brain. 
Whoe,  Dobbin,  whoe  !  we  drudge  in  vain. 
Who  live  at  eafe  may  work  for  breads 
No  eafe  have  I  to  hope  till  dead. 

YoL.  V.  H  Fair 
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Fair,  falfc,  forgetful" Kitty,   fhe 
That  charms  my  heart,  foifaketh  met 
Die  Dicky,  die  !  and  end  thy  care  : 
.Who  life  with  lofs  of  love  would  bear  ? 
With  flagging  ears  and  head  hung  down. 
Thou,  Dobbin,  feem'il:  to  fhare  my  moan. 
Mchap  thou  fear'fl,  when  I  am  gone, 
To  mifs  thy  driver.     Ten-  to  one 
But  fome  rude  ruftic,-  void  of  grace. 
May  hold  the  plow  in  Dicky's  place  j 
May  hold  the  plow,  but  lean  thereon, 
And  vjaWq  thy  flrength  to  lave  his  own. 
TViehap  it  good  to  him  may  feem 
To  make  thee  lag-horfe  of  the  teem. 
While  Ball  or  Whitefoot  lead  the  way, 
With  tinkling  bells,  and  trappings  gay. 
Yet  Ball  is  bur  a  drone  at  bed. 
And  Whitefoot 's  an  ill-natur'd  bead, 
Mehap,  becaufe  he  finds  thee  free, 
He  '11  lay  the  flrcfs  of  all  on  thee. 
Till,  harrafs'd  out  beyond  thy  ftrength. 
Jaded,  he  drives  thee  home,  at  length  ; 
And  gives  thee  drum,  inflead  of  hay, 
Or,  carelefs,  fleals  abroad  to  play. 
And  leaves  thee  flarving  all  the  while; 
A  bad  reward  for  daily  toil. 
Ah,  Dobbin  !  what  a  change  were  this* 
Poor  Dobbin  then  will  Dicky  mifs. 
But  Dicky,  to  the  cold  grave  gone. 
No  more  mufc  feed  or  rub  thee  down. 
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No  more  bis  well-known  voice  mufl  chear ! 
Dobbin  anotber's  weigbt  mufl  bear, 
Sparing  of  words,  l)ut  free  of  blows. 
Tben  tbou,  inflead  of  hey-gee-wboes, 
Sbak  bear  tbe  wbip,  or  feel  its  lafh, 
While  cruel  ftripes  poor  Dobbin  (lafh. 
Befhrcw  tbe  cburl,  wboe'er  he  be, 
That  thus,  my  nag,  mifufetb  thee  ! 
Dead  though  1  am,  my  vengeful  fpiiglit 
Shall  hover  o'er  him  every  night, 
Me,  worfe  than  Fairies,  let  him  drend  ; 
!Nor  hope  for  quiet  in  his  bed ; 
While  all  in  white  my  gbofi.  (liall  rife, 
With  vifage  wan  and  fiiuccT  eyes. 
What  flirieks  and  bowlings  fhall  he. hear! 
Or,  with  long  claws,  his  fledi  I  '11  tear.- 
Ac  leafv,  each  flripe  he  lends  to  thee, 
Shall  back  be  paid  with  ufury. 
Through  care  of  what  may,  be  my  lor, 
I  my  own  woes  had  nigh  forgot. 
Chear  up,  my  nag  !  and  tbou,  fond  hear:. 
At  length  forego  thy  fruitlefs  fmart. 
Ah  !  ceafe  to  pain  a  lovefome  oaf. 
('ce,  Dobbin,  gee  !   lot's  work  it  olT. 
With  lazy  lads  Love  likes  to  i\ay  : 
Gee,  Dobbin,  gee  !  fond  Love,  away !" 

Wliat  fudden  ll^ades  enwrap  my  head  ! 
O  !   whither,  whither  art  thou  fied, 
TUuhve  Mufe  !   without  thee,  here, 
I^'or  groves,  nor  dale,  nor  fwain,  appear. 

Hz  DICK  Y, 
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DICKY,     ECLOGUE     IL 

SOFT  deceiver  !  ceafe  to  fmile  ! 
Still  would'ft  thou  every  fenfe  beguile  ? 
At  thy  return,  dear  Mufe,    again 
I  view  the  groves,  and  hear  the  fwain. 

DICKY. 
<«  Ah,  Dicky,  Dicky  !  lucklefs  lad  t 
How  blithe  the  morn,  yet  thou  how  fad ! 
The  birds  with  one  another  vie. 
And  all  things  joyous  feem  but  I. 
Gee,  Dobbin,  gee  !  'tis  all  in  vain  ! 
Nor  work,  nor  reft,  can  eale  my  pain* 
Our  labour,  with  the  day,  returns  ; 
Yet  ftill  thy  hopelefs  driver  moans. 
Reftlefs,  I  trow,  I  pafs'd  the  night, 
Reftlefs  again  behold  the  light. 
Nor  know  I  how  to  cure  my  care  : 
Ah,  cruel  Love  !  at  length  forbear. 
Whatever  man  could  do,  I  've  done  j 
She  is  not  to  be  wrought  upon. 
How  hard  is  iron  !  how  fott  is  clay! 
Yet  Time  the  plowfliare  wears  away. 
Whitefoot,  the  wilcUft  colt  alive, 
Now,  broken,  in  the  team  I  drive. 
An  acorn,  when  a  child,  I  took 
And  buried,  now  'tis  grown  an  oak. 
But  Kitty,  for  my  ruin  born, 
No  time  can  wear  away  her  fcorn. 
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"No  art  a  madding  mind  can  tame, 

Or  raife  in  her  cold  bread  a  flame. 

The  thirftv  earth  drinks  up  the  rain, 

But  pays  it  back  in  fruits  again  j 

She,  all  a;;  alabafter  tombs, 

Still,  as  I  weep,  more  fair  becomes, 

But  bears  no  love,  as  they  no  green ; 

All  gay  without,  all  dead  within. 

O!   that  mv  tearb,  which  never  refl, 

Might  mollify  her  marble  bread  ! 

O  !  that  her  ftony  heart  would  bear 

Some  love  at  lad  to  cure  iier  care  ! 

In  vain  [  wilh  !  in  vam  I  drive  ! 

In  vain,  whate'er  fhe  alks,  I  give  ! 

Nor  gifts,  nor  prayers,  nor  tears,  perfuadc 

A  thanklefs,  ruthlefs,  lovelefs  maid  ! 

Once,  plowing  on  new-broken  ground, 

A  little  diining  done  I  found  ; 

Which,  having  wsfli'd  within  the  brook. 

Did  well  repay  the  pains  I  took. 

With  fuch  a  ruddv  light  it  glow'd. 

It  fe<-m'd  a  drop  of  frozen  blood. 

A  ilripling, fairly  carv'd  thereon, 

Befpoke  it  no:  a  common  done  : 

A  dart  he  held,  prcpar'd  to  drike, 

Like  Death  ;  in  all  things  elfe  unlike ;. 

And  on  his  (houldcrs  wings  appear'd, 

Like  Time  without  his  fey  the  or  beard. 

Mehap,  thought  I,  fome  fccret  fpell 

This  uncouth  figure  may  conceal. 

H  3  iMehap, 
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Mehap,  though  ufelefs  to  behold, 
It  may  be  worth  its  weight  in  gold. 
Forthwith  I  to  the  Vicar's  went, 
To  learn  its  price,  and  what  it  meant: 
Who  told  me,  Love  was  grav'd  thereon, 
And,  for  my  bargain,  l;ad  a  crown. 
**  Ah  !  no  ;  if  Love  ic  be,  quoth  I, 
Fair  Kitty's  right  no  gold  fliall  buy  : 
And  now,  methinks,  I  ken  it  plain  ; 
Love  give?  at  once  both  joy  and  pain. 
Thefe  leering  looks;  that  piercing  dart  ; 
Thofe  wings  fprcad  ready  to  depart ; 
This  childifii  form,  and  naked  hue  ; 
The  lore  of  lovers  fpeak  too  true." 
While  fo  I  fpoke,  the  Scholar  gaz'd, 
A?  feeming  at  my  wit  amaz'd. 
The  fimple  Sage,  though  read  in  books, 
And  wife  in  garb  as  well  as  looks, 
Wift  not  how  clearly  lovers  iee. 
Mean  and  unletter'd  though  we  be, 
Rufticks  are  men,  as  well  as  he. 
Proud  of  my  prize,  away  I  went, 
And  to  my  love,  did  Love  prefent. 
But  mark  how  ill  my  pains  fhc  paid  : 
As  foon  as  to  the  thanklefs  maid 
The  value  of  the  gift  was  known, 
She  hies  and  takes  the  parfon's  crowxi  ♦ 
God  !  how  it  gall'd  my  heart,  to  find 
Such  beauty  wiiJi  fuch  bafenefi  join'd. 
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No  wonder  foe  who  To  could  do, 
More  kindnefs  fliould  to  others  fliew. 
Nor  is  the  damfv:!  over-nice, 
Though  proud,  and  pride  's  a  dcadlv  vice. 
Rude,  raftic,  red-liair'd  Ralph!    the  jell: 
Of  all  the  town,  can  n\ove  her  Ijreart. 
Who  would  have  thought  that  jolter-hcad 
Should  e'er  pretend  ro  Kitty's  bi-d  .• 
Fortune  ftill  favours  fools,  wc  find  I 
Yet  well  I  bear  the  day  in  mind 
When  out  at  heels  the  lubber  came. 
Ere  wedded  to  his  doatins:  dame  ; 
Who,  dying,  left  him  heir  of  all. 
So  goes  the  world  !  Tome  rife,  fomc  fall  ! 
Now  Ralph,  forfooth  !   is  Gaiter  grown  ! 
Hath  kine  and  cattle  of  his  own  ! 
Doth,  every  Sunday,  fpaice  appear. 
And  rents  full  fifty  pounds  a  v'ear  ! 
Yet,  fhould  I  f peak  it,  'twere  no  lie, 
He  ioves  but  for  ccnveniencv. 
The  farmer  wants  an  houfehold  drudge. 
Who  daily  mull  to  market  trudge ; 
But,  ere  (he  go,  muft  milk  her  kine, 
,The  poultry  feed,  and  ferve  tlie  fwine. 
Nor  fo  fliall  end  her  conftant  toil, 
The  hie  mufl  blaze,  the  pot  mult  boil,  . 
Or  ovens  fmoaking  plenty  yield 
Againft  the  folk  return  from  field. 
Thus,  up  the  firft,  in  bed  the  laft, 
My  dame  her  painful  life  muu  waHe,  - 
H  4 
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Too  true  a  help-mate  Ihall  Ihc  prove, 

And  lliare  much  care  with  little  love. 

Ah,  Kitty,  filly  girl  !  beware  f 

Kor  buy  a  little  flate  too  dear. 

What  boots  the  huibandman's  turmoil? 

He  does  but  for  his  landlord  toil. 

The  ground  may  fail  in  its  increafe  j 

And  quarter-days  come  on  apace. 

Far  happier  lives  we  plowmen  lead  j 

No  mildews  wc,  or  murrain  dread  : 

And  though  but  little  we  polfefs, 

It  ferves  their  turn  whcfe  wants  arc  lefs. 

Ah,  Kitty  !  'tis  not  fo  with  me  : 

I'm  wanting  all,  in  wanting  thee  ! 

But,  lo  !  where  the  too  lovely  lafs 

Doth  crofs  the  furrows  nim.bly  pafs. 

Unmindful  of  poor  Dicky  here  ! 

Gee,  Dobbin,  gee !  let's  draw  more  near.- 

Ah  me  !  ah  me  1  what  do  I  fpy  ? 

Whoe,  Dobbin,  whoe  !  we  're  all  too  nigh. 

Yon  leaflefs  brake  her  fondling  Ihews  : 

Their  meeting-place,  as  I  fuppofe. 

They  j,oin  !  he  grafps  her  lily  hands  ! 

Yet,  gen:le,  as  a  lamb,  fhe  Hands  ! 

Good  God  !  can  J  look  on  and  live  ? 

Such  lights  an  heart  of  oak  might  rive. 

Lord  !  Lord  !   behold  !    Ihe  pats  his  face  ! 

And  now  they  clip  in  clofe  embrace  ! 

Clip  on  J  no  tales  Iha^l  Dicky  tell  ! 

To  love  and  life  faiewell ! — farewell  !" 


And 
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And  what,  Thalia,  doft  thou  mean, 

To  raife  up  fuch  a  joylefs  fcene  ? 

Would*ft  thou  my  forward  flames  reprove? 

In  vain,  like  Dicky,  mufl:  I  love  ? 

But,  to  whom  talk  I  ?  thou  art  fled, 

My  Mufc  !  and  left  me — where  ? — in  bed  ? 

LUCY,   OR   THE  MAIDS. 

PASTORAL  IX. 

IN     THREE     ECLOGUES.     1710.. 

T7Lower  of  the  Fair  !  bright  Cytherea's  pride  I 
-*•      Vi6lors  of  thofe  who  vanquifh  all  befide  ! 
Deign,  lovely  Albion  virgins,  with  a  fmile. 
To  pay  the  tender  flicpherd's  tuneful  toil. 
Ye  are  his  Mufes !  ye  his  breaft  infpire  ! 
Your  eyes  beft  kindle  the  poetic  fire. 
Though,  artlefs,  an  unpolifli'd  drain  he  playv 
O  !   liften  to  his  lifping  lovefome  lay. 
So  long  o'er  hearts  may  your  foft  empire  laft  ; 
No  dire  difeafe  your  blooming  beauties  blaft  ; 
Ko  care  but  love  your  generous  breafts  invade. 
And  be  that  love  with  mutual  love  repaid  ! 
Now  hufli,  ye  whiiUing  winds ;  be  calm,  O  air  ! 
While  Britiih  warblings  footh  the  Britifli  Fair. 

LUCY     AND     NANCY.     ECLOGUE    I^ 
L  u  c  y. 

Hey-ho,  my  heart  !  my  hopelefs  heavy  heart! 

NANCY. 

What  ails  thee,  girl?  nay,  flartle  notj  in  part 

^  I  guefs 
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I  guefs  thy  grief. 

LUCY. 
Good  Nancy,  haft  thou  feen 
My  mottled  lambkin  flragglirig  on  the  green  ? 

NANCY. 

Safe  are  thy  younglings  j  or,  if  aueht  you  lack. 
Doubt  not  but  Abin  foon  will  bring  them  back. 

LUC  Y, 

Hey-ho  1  poor  Iamb  ! 

NANCY. 

Hey-ho  !   poor  lafs  !  fay  L 
But,  ceafe  to  forrow;  truft  me,  comfort 's  nigh. 

LUCY. 

SawTt  thou  my  Abin  ? — Morty — I  would  fay. 

NANCY. 

Fondling  !  unwitting,  you  yourfclt  bcsvray. 
LUCY. 

What  means  the  wench  ? 

N  A  N  c  Y. 

What  means  thy  glowing  cheek  * 

LUCY. 

rifla !  fomethlng  you'd  of— of  my  lambkin  fneak. 

N   A  N  C  Y. 

Of— of  tliv  lover  I  could  fomething  fay. 
B't  fee  !  he  come^. 

LUCY. 

O  where  ?   Lord  !  Ill  away— 

And 
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And  yet— 

NANCY. 

And  yet,  thou  haft  not  power  to  go. 
Be  calm  j  he  turns  afide. 

LUCY. 
Where  gads  he  trow  ! 

NANCY. 

What  is't  to  thee  ?  how  do  thy  glances  rove  ! 
Go,  follow,  go  !  Lord,  what  a  thing  is  love  ? 

LUCY. 
I  love  him  I  I ! 

NANCY. 

Not  lefs  than  he  does— • 
LUCY. 

Who  ? 

NANCY. 

Blefs  me  !  how  wild  you  look  !  have  patience — you. 

LUCY. 

Me,  fimple  maid  !  when  us  the  churl  efpied, 
Beheld'll:  thou  not  how  foon  he  turn'd  afide  ? 

NANCY. 

No;  'twas  another  J  nay,  you  eye  in  vain; 
Juft  now,  with  folded  arms,  I  met  the  fwain, 
With  thoughts,  I  trow,  all  full  of  Love  and  thee. 
He  fadly  flray'd. 

LUCY. 

Stray  where  he  lift  for  me  ! 

NANCY. 

Come  come,  my  lafs ;  thy  bofom  's  not  of  ftonc  ; 
Nor  canft  thou  pleafauncc  take  at  other's  moan  j 

At 
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At  leafl  nor  Abin's  ;   well  I  v>'oc  thy  mind  ; 
So  fond,  fo  faiihful  he,  and  thou  fo  kind. 
In  love,  as  well  as  years,  I've  got  the  ftart 
Of  thee  ;  and,  by  my  own,  aread  thy  heart. 
Whatever  ftrangenefs,  outwardly,  we  fhew, 
Kobin  and  I  have  bargain'd  long  ago. 
Mother  is  to  our  wifh  already  won  . 
Dad  yields  apace  j   he  gain'd,  the  matter  's  done, 

LUCY. 

Ah,  happy  Nancy  ! 

NANCY. 

Happy  Lucy  too  ! 
If  aught  of  happinefs  or  love  I  know. 
What  maiden  vaunts  fo  young,  yet  true,  a  mate  ! 
What  lad,  Hke  Abin,  doats  at  fuch  a  rate  ! 
How  have  the  woods  with  Lucy's  prailes  rung  ! 
Was  ever  name  fo  long,  fo  fweetly,  fung  ? 

LUCY. 

Woe's  me  !  too  fweet  !  thofe  lays  my  heart  berefr.. 

NANCY. 
A  lovely  felon,  and  a  lovely  theft. 
Now  fay  what  drives  the  lliephcrd  to  defpair  ! 
And  whence  thy  fhynefs  and  unufual  care  ? 
Some  word  mifplac'd,  1  trow ;   feme  tender  fray 
That  rivets  hearts  ;  the  (quarrel  of  a  day, 
Or  ratlier  of  an  hour. 

LUCY. 

Fall  twelve  are  pafl ! 
Paft  ruefully,  fince  I  beheld  him  laft. 
And  yet  he  ever  wont  to  haunt  this  mead, 
Thofe  feidom- whiles  that  we  af under  feed, 

NAN- 
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NANCY. 

Ha,  ha !  and  therefore  'twas  you  took  this  way  ? 
Gucfs'd  I  not  right  ?  now  Lucy,  who  's  the  ftray  ? 

LUCY. 

Myfelf,  alas ! 

NANCY. 
A  lamb,  no  lad  you  feek. 
LUCY. 

A-h,  fpare  me  words  ! 

NANCY. 

Enough  thy  blufhes  /peak. 

LUCY. 

Dear  girl !  I  own,  you  caught  me  unawares  j 
Too  much  you  know. 

NANCY. 

Unbofom  all  your  cares. 
Our  flocks,  which  in  the  fallow  clofures  feed. 
Have  ftore  of  brouze,  and  little  tendance  need. 
Nor  does  fteep  Beacon-hill  yet  hide  the  fun; 
The  tale  will  long  afore  the  day  be  done. 
At  leifure  count  thy  woes  ;  'twill  eafe  thy  breafl. 
Though  much  I  know,  I  'd  gladly  learn  the  reft. 

LUCY. 

See  Sucky  there  I  not  for  the  world  would  I, 
That  goflip  Ihould  o'erhear  my  mifery. 
Though  (lighted,  Hill  fhe  Abin  haunts  from  far; 
Poor  Lucy's  forrows  would  be  nuts  to  her. 
Beneath  yon  hedge,  by  the  green  meadow's  fide, 
Let's  reft :  by  prying  damfels  lefs  efpied. 

ECLOGUE 
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N  A  N   C  T. 

How  gay  the  blooming  bufhes  !  we  may  hops 
Of  berries,  hips,  and  haws,  a  plenteous  crop. 
The  birds  will  have  a  banquet.     I  forefee. 
The  coming  winter  will  a  Iharp  one  be. 
Now  fit  and  fpeak  thy  forrows,  free  from  fear : 
I  '11  pay  the  tale  with  fomething  worth  thy  eart 

L  u  c  y. 
This  morn,  this  lucklefs  morn  !  by  break  of  day, 
I  hied  a  field,  fond  fool !    to  gather  May. 
V.''ho  knows  what  fummer  fcorching  funs  may  do  ? 
From  the  moift  boughs  I  fhock  the  dropping  dew. 
And  bottled  fafe  j  devoid  of  every  care. 

NANCY. 
Save  that  of  love,  and  to  be  counted  fair  ! 

LUCY. 
Still,  by  thy  own,  doft  thou  my  heart  aread  ? 
Who  faw  I  firft,  all  daggled,  brufh  the  mead 
Ere  Icarce  this  flowery  month  began? 

NANCY. 

'Twas  me ; 

And  you  are  fhrcwdly  apt  ro  learn,  I  fee. 
Both  blamtlefs  are.     Who,  but  a  witlefs  lafs. 
Before  flie's  wed,  unhceds  her  garb  or  face  ? 
With  all  our  car^,  frail  beauty  will  away  : 
'Twere  folly  not  to  keep  it  while  we  may; 
If  milky  fronts  and  cherry  cheeks  we  own 
Kot  for  ourfelves,  I  deem,  they  're  given  alone. 

What 
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"WhfS.t  boot  the  faireft  flowers,  ungaz'd  upon  ? 
We're  taught,  nought 's  vainl)-^  made.  Now,  girl,  go  on. 

LUCY. 
Unwitting  woe  to  come,  I  cheary  hied, 
And,  in  the  damp,  unchilPd,  my  labour  plied. 
Abin,  I  knew,  would,  at  due  feafon,  loofe 
My  pent-up  flock,  andfreflieft  pafture  chufe. 
My  vial'  fiU'd,  now,  the  fhort  taflc  was  done. 
When,  threatening  m'Tchief,  cloudy  rofe  the  fun. 
High  in  the  hedge,  behold  !  a  gaudy  fpray 
;  Smil'd  in  full  bloom  ;   above  its  fellows  gay. 
With  thee,  thought  I,  I  'II  detk  my  leafy  bower 
'Gainfl  Abin  comes;  I  knew  the  promis'd  hour, 

N  AN  c  y. 
That  fliady  avbour,  or  juft  fuch  a  one, 
(Forgive  mv  craving!)  oft  I've  wilh'd  my  own, 
A  pleafing  fence  from  fun  and  fudden  rain. 
Where  fcarce  a  tree  o'erfhades  the  naked  plain, 
Amidft  the  common,  in  a  bulhy  brake, 
That  curious  Abin  rais'd,  for  Lucy's  fake. 
How  hath  he  trim'd  and  twin'd  the  ftubborn  boughs  ? 
The  v>fork'  the  lad,  the  lad  the  lover  ihew. 
LUCY. 

To  reach  the  twig,  I  all  a  tiptoe  tried  ; 
Nigh  grew  a'lucklefs  bramble,  unefpied  : 
See,  Nancy,  how  my  mangled  palm  was  torn  .' 
1  caught* at  flowers,  alas !  but  grafp'd  a  thorn  ! 
Ah  me!   forerunner  of  more  cruel  fmart ! 
That  hurt  my  hand,  this  forely  thrills  my  heart. 
Ah  me,  my  Kancy  !  fo,  in  love,  we  find, 
ay  bloomy  joys  with  prickly  forrows  join'd. 

How- 


HZ        MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

Hovve'er,  I  cropt  the  branch  ;  nor  felt  much  pain  5 

Well  pleas'd  to  think,  when  Abin  faw  the  ftain 

My  blood  had  made,  his  lips,  ftill  balmy  found, 

With  words  and  killes  fvveet  would  heal  the  wound. 

Miilaken  maid  !   ne'er  did  my  grared  ear, 

From  lips  fo  fweet,  fuch  rude  revilings  hear. 

Now  to  my  lx)wer  I  tript  :  but,  by  the  way, 

Cuird  out  the  freflieft  flowers,  the  pride  of  May. 

Arriv'd,  full  fair  in  front  I  fix'd  the  bough 

With  crimfon  ting'd  ;   you  guefs  the  caufe,  I  trow. 

Then,  on  the  turf-rais'd  bank,  adown  1  fat ; 

And  often  ey'd  the  diflant  tive-barr'd  yat, 

By  Abin  leap'd,  when  lightfome,  all  in  hafle, 

Still  joyous,  thitherwards,  the  Ihepherd  paft. 

Nor  idly  lais'd  I,  though  my  hand  was  fore. 

But  rang'd  in  order  every  chofen  flower. 

Then  in  a  rufhy  wreath,  full  artful,  fix'd 

With  fcented  thyme  and  glolfy  bay  leaves  mix'd. 

On  went  the  pleafmg  work,  defign'd  to  pay 

My  lad's  laft  ditty  ;  a  fweet  lovefome  lay. 

The  tender  ftrain  I  to  myfelf  humm'd  o'er; 

And  call'd  the  liftening  birds  around  my  bower. 

Around  my  bower  the  birds  all  liftening  came  ; 

By  Abin's  often  fmging  there  made  tame  : 

Made  tame  by  Abin's  fong,  and  fo  was  I, 

Erewhile  fo  coldly  coy,  fo  fimply  Ihy. 

Ah,  why  not  Ihunn'd  I  ftill  his  tempting  talc  ! 

But  now  he  flies,  and  'tis  my  turn  to  wail  ! 

For,  lo  !  ere  yet  the  promis'd  time  grew  nigh, 

A  gathering  llorm  benights  the  lowering  Iky  ; 

Down, 
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Down,  rattling,  rulh'd  the  heavy  hail-fraught  fhowcr; 

Lord  !  how  I  wifh'd  for  A  bin  in  the  bower  ! 

Now,  like  a  ludy  buck,  he  bounds  along ; 

My  heart  too,  at  his  fight,  as  lightfome  Iprung; 

Wet  as  he  was,  I  ran  to  meet  the  fwain. 

And,  with  my  mantle,  fheltcr'd  from  the  rain  ; 

For  none  had  hardy  he.     Within  his  arms 

He  caught  me  foft,  and,  "  Why  thy  tender  charms     - 

My  Love  I  faid  he,  doft  drench  in  driving  rain  r" 

Then,  kifling,  to  the  arbor  hies  amain, 

Where  down  he  drops  me,  with  a  fudden  fliock. 

And,  flgliing,  colour'd  like  a  turkey-cock — 

For,  lo  !   rude  Roger,  witli  my  garland  crown'd. 

God  !  at  the  fight,  I  thought  I  (hould  have  fvvoon'u. 

*'  VVanton!  cries  Abin,  was  it  all  for  this, 

A'ou  crafty  met  me  with  a  Judas  kifs  ? 

O  wondrous  care  !   my  head  from  (torms  to  Ikreen, 

That  thy  lout  lover  might  efcape  unfcen. 

Liglit  wench  !   I  came  an  hour  too  foon,  I  trow ! 

Tlius  mated,  what  hath  Abin  here  to  do  '" 

Then,  with  a  look  that  almofl  flruck  me  dead, 

Unanfwer'd,  through  the  temped  muttering  fled. 

Now,  Nancy,  guefs  at  luckkfs  Lucy's  care  ! 

God-wot,  I  v/ift  not  any  one  was  there  I 

How  foon  is  lover's  joyance  man'd  with  woe  ! 

Ungentle  boy  !  to  fnub  and  flout  me  fo  ! 

NANCY. 
Troili,  Lucy,  Love  is  nice  ;   in  fuch  a  cafe, 
Ld  done  the  fame,  wtre  I  in  Abin's  place. — 
Ah  !  where  the  bull  broke  through  the  v/cfitrn  mound, 
X.O !  where  he  bellowing  comesj  and  tear^  the  ground  ! 
Vol.  Y.  I  Tis 
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'Tis  well  the  Rile  's  fo  near ;  behind  the  5'at 
INIore  fafely  we  may  fit,  and  end  our  chat. 

ECLOGUE        in. 

LUCY. 

I  'M  glad  \vc  're  here  !  and  yet,  rude  Roger's  fight, 
This  morning,  put  me  in  a  greater  fright. 
Nor  bull,  nor  bear,  broke  loofe,  though  met  alone, 
Could  terrify  me  more  than  Abin's  frown. 
What  might  I  do  ?  the  lad  outftript  the  wind  ; 
Nor  would  I,  with  the  lubber,  'bide  behind. 
Homeward,  amid  the  florm,  in  wretched  guife 
I  lagg'd  }  with  heavy  heart,  and  Itreaming  eye?. 
And  from  mv  laden  lap  the  bottle  threw  j 
My  lover  loft,  fmall  need  had  I  of  dew. 

N  A  N  c  Y, 
Raih  girl  !  to  render  thus  thv  labour  vain  ' 
Ere  May  be  out,  you  '11  go  to  work  again. 
Now  heedful  hark  to  what  will  give  thee  joy. 
LUCY, 

You  chear  my  heart ' 

N   A  N  C   Y. 

I  read  it  in  thine  eve. 
Bleak  blew  the  morning  blaft,  when  fiormy  Ihowcrs 
Lodg'd  the  green  corn,  and  crufh'd  the  tender  flowers, 
O'eiblovvn  the  tempeir,  ceas'd  the  rufning  rain, 
How  peark  that  waves  !  how  brag  tliefe  fpread  again  I 
Thofe  coal-black  clouds,  late  lowering  in  the  Iky, 
Now  with  gold  edgings  trim  their  crimfon  dvc. 

How 
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How  fair  an  evening,  yet  how  foul  a  clay! 
So  gladfome  glee  (hall  chace  thy  cares  away. 
Or  ill  I  deem  j  for  Abin,  who,  erewhile, 
In  mopifh  mood,  againft  the  woodward  flile, 
All  heedlcfs  hurt  his  knee — 

LUCY. 

Ah  me  !  I  fear 
He  'as  ne'er  a  plaifler;  would  we  had  him  here  ! 
Yon  healing  leaf  his  raging  fmart  fhould  tame  : 
His  eating  hofe  may  make  the  lad  fall  lame. 
But  what  care  I  ? 

NANCY. 
True  J  Abin  "s  not  thy  care. 

LUCY. 

Say  on  ;  where  went  he  ?  what  did  b.e  do  there  ^ 

NANCY. 
O'erhearing  gamefomc  Roger  in  a  brake, 
(As  loud  he  laugh'd,  I  ween,  for  laughing's  fake) 
To  him  he  Ikips  ;  and,  red  with  wrath,  efpies 
The  giggling  oaf  deck'd  with  thy  flowery  prize. 
*'  Churl  !  who  (faid  he)  did  that  gay  crown  bequeath?* 
Then  from  his  freckly  forehead  tore  the  wreath, 
And,  frowning,  clench 'd  his  fill.     At  which  the  lout 
All  trembling  told  the  truth  (for  truth  will  out) — 
How  that,  to  fhun  the  fliower,  he  hally  liicd, 
And  lurking  in  the  bufnes  unefpicd. 
Till  you  uprifing  dropp'd  the  work  adoWn  ; 
Then  to  the  bower  flunk  he,  and  dun'd  tlie  ciowHj 
On  waggery  bent. 

I  a  On 
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LUCY. 
On  mifchief  bent,  fay  I  ! 
His  joys  ftill  rife  from  others  mifery. 
Beflirew  his  tricks  ! 

NANCY. 
They  're  all  paid  home  at  lad. 
'.Harm  watch,  harm  catch.     Now  Abin,  all  aghall, 
With  hanging  head,  long,  fadly  filent,  flood  ; 
Then,  Ibrting,  at  him  flew,  in  furious  mood. 
*'  Pies  on  thy  pranks  !"  faid  he,  and  drubb'd  him  fore. 
Then,  "  Lucy  !  Lucy  !"  cried  ;  and,  tow'rds  thy  bower. 
Fleet  as  an  hunted  hare,  away  he  fprung. 
I  guefs,  his  peace  will  cod  him  a  new  fong. 
Sav,  Lucy,  were  not  this  a  fweet  amends  ? 
Some  gentle  chidings  firfl,  then  bufs,  and  friends. 

LUCY. 
Pear  flatterer!  fure  thou  'rt  brib'd  to  take  his  part. 
How  have  thy  words  buoy'd  up  my  finking  heart! 

NANCY. 

This  night,  I  ween,  thy-llumbers  will  be  found. 
See  how  the  tuneful  robins  flock  around. 
Glad  tidings  they  cf  love  and  pleafaunce  bring, 
When,  peaceful,  thus,  in  pairs,  they  foftly  fing. 
Sweet  redbreafte  !   friendly  birds  !  to  Nancy  dear, 
Both  for  your  fong  and  him  whofe  name  you  bear. 
How  would  my  Robin  liften  to  your  lays! 

LUCY. 
How  will  they  hearken  when  my  Abin  plays-! 

NANCY. 

Though  hh  of  mufic's  ikill  my  Robin  prides, 
]y.le,  me  alone,  he  loves,  ^nd  never  chides ! 

i  u-cy. 
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LUCY. 

Though  many  lafles  Abin  fcek  to  move, 
jNIe,  me  alone,  the  Ircd  vouchfafes  to  love  ! 

NANCY. 

Vouchfafes  to  love  !  yes,  as  this  morning  flievvs  ! 

LUCY. 
From  ill-form'tl  fears  fuch  Ihort-liv'd  coldnefs  flows. 

NANCY. 

Had  Robin  dar'd  to  leave  me  fo  behind! — 

LUCY. 
And  then,  repenting,  Ihould  become  more  kind  ! — « 
NANCY. 

Yet  then — 

LUCY. 

What  then  r  Nay  !   do  not  look  fo  red. 
Blefs  me  !   behold  !  the  friendly  birds  are  fled  ! 
Their  fadden  flight  forebodes  another  fray  : 
I  hold  too  much  one  quarrel  in  a  day. 

NANCY. 

Who  for  a  Ibng  flight  Robin,  are  not  Vvife. 

LUCY. 

Wlio  prize  him  more  than  Abin,  have  no  eyes. 

NANCY. 

Rubin  delighteth  not  to  give  me  /"mart. 

LUCY. 
Abin  more  gladly  heals  ihan  wounds  my  heart. 
Ha!  Shock  creeps  through  the  hedge!  kind  faitliliil  cur! 
Hall  fmeit  me  out  ?  thy  mailer  is  not  far. 

I  3  Com-n 
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ConiTt  thou  afore,  the  Ihepherd's  peace  to  fue  ? 
O  !  may  he  dill  like  thee  prove  fond  and  true  ! 
Poor  Shock  !  thou  feem'ft  my  hurt  to  underftand  ; 
How  doft  thou  whine,  and  fawn,  and  lick  my  hand! 

NANCY. 

His  maker's  lips  will  far  more  healing  prove. 
Farewell.     In  queft  of  me,  behold  I  my  love  ! 

LUCY. 

See  Abin  too  !  with  Motty  on  his  back  ! 
"Fuvewell !  nor  lamb,  nor  lover,  now  I  lack  I 

The  flattering  mirror  mends  the  faulty  face. 
L'^nblemilh'd  Beauty,  in  the  liquid  glafs 
Of  fome  clear  rivulet,  its  genuine  charms 
Delights  to  view  reflefted.     Love,  who  arms 
The  conquering  eye,  with  tender  cares  difports, 
And  reigns  alike  in  cottages  and  courts  ; 
Whether  with  Lucv's  looks  he  fwains  beguiles, 
Or  triumphs  in  bright  Hertford's  *  graceful  fmiles.. 

Ye  Ihining  Fair  !  fweet  fubjeccs  of  my  fong  ! 
The  fhepiierd's  ditties  are  fmcere,  though  long. 
Forgive  th'  excefs :   fpare  whom  your  eyes  enflave  : 
Abin  afk'd  pardon,  and  his  nymph  forgave. 
May  your  foft  breafts  ho  harfher  tiials  prove  ! 
Such  little  jealoufies  enliven  love. 

•"^  Frances,  countefs  of  Algernon  Seymour  carl  of  Hert- 
ford, and  mother  to  the  late  e^c(SUent  dutchefs  of  Northum- 
berbnd,     N. 

FANNY, 
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COURTIK   OF  THE  MOUNTAINS, 
AND  YEOMAN   OF  THE  DALE. 

"OELOV'D  of  Phcebus  !  Britifh  Mufc,  defcend  I 

•^^  Again  the  labours  of  the  fvvain  attend. 

Fair  without  paint,  and  graceful  without  pride  ! 

Awhile  'midft  rural  fongfters  deign  t'  abide  ! 

If  homely  cottages  unworthy  are, 

The  wealth-abounding  farms  deferve  tbv  care. 

All  ruflics  are  not  clowns  ;   nor  mean  's  the  lav. 

When  tuneful  lads  on  flutes  foft  warbling  plav. 

Sometimes  loud  hautboys  country  hands  adorn. 

But  llop  !   ah,  Neatherd  !  flop  thy  noify  horn  ! 

'Twill  from  their  brouze  the  timorous  lambkins  finVj,. 

And  fiicpbcrds  rue  when  wanton  younglings  firay  • 

Crown  of  all  earthly  blifs  !  life's  dearcil  prize  ! 

Joy  of  my  foul,  and  pleafure  of  ray  eyes  ! 

This  verfe  be  thine  !  thy  Courtin's  flame  approve  ! 

Though  all  admire,  furc  none  like  him  can  love. 

Mufc,  a  note  higher  wind  the  tender  firing  j 

Love  and  Francelia  liflen  while  we  fins'. 


A  mountain  youth,  the  darling  of  the  plain^ 
Fair  Fanny  greatly  lov'd  j  nor  lov'd  in  vain. 
Joyous  adown  the  hills  to  her  he  hies, 
And,  fpeaking  thus,  the  tedious  fpace  whicii  hes 
Betwixt  their  dwellings,  meafures  with  his  eyes. 

I  4  ecu 
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C  O  U  R  T  I   N. 

Farewell,  ye  lofty  mouncls,  a  while  farewell  ? 

Welcome  the  fpreading  lawn,  and  chequer'd  dale. 

How  have  I  lagg'd  !  the  Sun  's  already  low 

On  his  wefi:  road.     O  Sun  !  why  fpeed'ft  thou  fo  ? 

Art  thou  in  hafte  to  meet  a  Fanny  too  ? 

A  fpringing  gale  fwells  through  the  rufiling  leaves  j 

Juft  fo  with  rifing  hopes  my  bofom  lieaves, 

As  gladfome  I  to  yon  fair  farm  draw  near: 

0  Love,  O  Fanny  !  grant  me  welcome  there. 
Ere  the  grey  dawn,  with  flreaks  of  infant  light, 
Firfl:  faintly  glimmers  through  retiring  night; 
Ere  twinkling  ftars,  lofl:  in  the  morning  ray. 
Call-in  their  beams,  and  hide  themfelves  in  day; 
My  pipe  Ihall  warble  through  the  filent  grove. 
My  pipe  fhall  found  of  Fanny  and  of  Love. 

YEOMAN. 

Swain,  wher^  fo  fafl  ?  reft  here  and  breathe,  take  heed : 
Who  hurries,  often  makes  more  hafte  than  fpeed. 
As  with  long  ftridcs  thou  hitherwards  didft  move, 

1  lieard  thee  fpeak  of  Fanny  and  of  Love. 

Say,  by  what  chance  her  name  firlt  reach'd  thine  ear  ? 
How  learned'ft  thou  fo  readily  to  fteer 
Towards  h«r  dwelling  ? 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 

Liften,  and  I  'II  tell. 
But  why  dofl  waxen  pale  ?  art  thou  not  well  ? 

YEOMAN. 

1  fiiould  be  better  wert  thou  far  away. 
But  fay,  how  was  it } 

I  C  0  U  R- 
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C   O   U   R  T  1  N. 

Once  upon  a  day, 
When  all  our  mountains  held  a  folemn  feaft. 
And  every  nymph  in  gay  attire  was  dreft 
To  Carla's  honour;   Carla  !  who  by  blood 
And  worth  excels  the  fair,  the  great,  the  good  ! 
Fanny,  by  fage  Eliza  led,  then  came 
To  view  our  fports,  and  blefs  the  piincely  dame. 
Modell  her  garb,  more  modeft  was  her  mien  ; 
But  looks  fo  lovely  lure  were  never  feen. 
Twas  my  good  hap  to  fpy  her  firft.     I  gaz-'d^ 
And  gazing  lik'd  ;   .tud  liking  meetly  prais'd. 
I  biufli'd,  I  figh'd,  and  laid  I  knew  not  what, 
For  all  the  while  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat. 
To  a  convenient  feat,  from  out  the  crowd, 
1  Ld  them  up,  and  all  our  paltimes  fliew'd. 
Then  ran  and  cull'd  the  choiceft  of  my  hoard. 
Fraught  with  fuch  dainties  as  the  hills  afford  ; 
Too  mean  a  treat  for  fuch  a  lovely  guefl, 
Had  not  an  hearty  welcome  crown'd  the  fcaft. 
The  maiden,  fweetly  fmiling,  overpaid 
My  tender  care.     But  now  the  fky  look'd  red  : 
The  fun,  defcending,  warn'd  them  to  be  gone : 
By  eafy  winding  paths  1  brought  them  down ; 
And,  about  tvvilight,  faw  them  fafe  at  home. 

YEOMAN. 

That  office,  boy,  would  better  me  become. 

C   O  U  R   T  I  N. 

Why  fo  ?  — 

YEOMAN, 

I  love  her  — 

C  0  U  R* 
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C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 

That  breeds  no  furprizej 
So  all  muft  do,  who  know  her,  and  have  eyes. 
Love  it  thou  wilt,  fo  Ihe  thy  love  refrain. 

YEOMAN. 

But  I  have  hopes  I  H^all  not  fue  in  vain. 

N  r  art,  noi  pains,  I  fpare :  betimes  this  morn 

With  fltwers  and  leaves  I  did  her  porch  adorn. 

C   O  U  R  T  I  N. 

The  flowers  will  ficken  foon,  the  leaves  decay  : 
So  may  thy  ill-form'd  wifhes  fade  away ! 
As  fair  as  lafting  is  wh::r  I  defign. 
The  {lones  this  fcrip  contains;     fome  from  the  mine,, 
Some  from  the  brook,  were  culFd  :  no  art  may  vie 
With  thefe^  for  i'pots,  and  ftreaks,  and  curious  dye. 
In  knots  on  Fanny's  threfhold  thefe  fnall  fhine. 
And  form,  in  cyphers  fair,  her  name  and  mine. 

YEOMAN. 
Her  name  !  rude  lad  !  they  '11  well  become  thy  own  r 
Such  common  pebbles  fliould  be  trodden  on. 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 

Kor  common  are  they,  nor  to  be  defpis'd. 
They  want  but  working  to  be  highly  priz'd. 
This  glittering  piece,  more  clear  than  fairefl  glafs. 
Within  a  maily  flint  impriion'd  was. 
Knew  I  the  art  to  poiifh  and  to  fquare, 
A  gem  fo  bright  might  grace  a  lady's  ear. 

YEOMAN. 

To  fuch  bequeath  it.      They  in  Ihew  delight. 
But  1  have  what  will  footh  the  app.,  .c. 
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See  what  my  orchards  yield  !  fuch  tempting  fruit 
Better  than  gaudy  ftones  will  Fanny  fuit. 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 

Thy  plumbs  are  fair  indeed,  but  void  of  taftc  ; 

And  thofe  large  thick-fhell  cobs  the  teeth  will  guaft. 

This  pear  is  hard  ;  that  apricot 's  all  flone ; 

And  thofe  green  grapes  require  a  warmer  fun. 

Lo  !  here  are  clufters,  fuch  our  hills  afford  j 

Thefe  chefnuts  too  are  worthy  Fanny's  hoard, 

A  crimfon  dye  this  philbert's  cornel  ftains : 

Crack  one,  'twill  coft  thee  very  little  pains. 

This  peach  eats  better  than  it  looks ;  but  tafte, 

And  fpare  me  words  :  'twill  fpeak  its  own  praife  hcVi^  ■ 

Y  E  O  M  A  N  = 

The  fight  fufEccth.     For  thyfelf  preferve 
Such  fhrivel'd  trafli ;  nor,  to  feafl  others,  flarve. 
Thou  want'll  a  dinner  rather  than  a  bride ! 
O  !  how  our  lalfes  will  thofe  fhapes  deride  ! 
Should  fuch  a  fkinny  thing  as  thee  pretend  — 
Fanny  has  eyes  —  I  '11  not  myfelf  commend  ! 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 
And  hath  thy  mafs  of  flefh  fuch  tempting  charms  ? 
Suits  it  a  nice  and  tender  virgin's  arms  ? 
Should  Fanny  thee  for  bulk  and  paunch  prefer. 
The  lordly  (lag  fhall  truckle  to  the  (leer. 
Not  loaded  with  myfelf,  the  h  lis  I  climb 
With  cafe,  while  j^ou  to  mount  a  bauk  take  time,. 

y.£   OMAN. 

How  glary,  fee,   von  em.'C)  c'odds  appear  ! 
How  fleet  thev  ■■  ■■'         :  ^^  th'  uiibuiLaen'd  air  ! 

2  While 
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While  yon  more  dufky,  big  with  fruitful  fhowers. 
Heaves  flowly  on,  a^ul  in  the  welkin  lowrs. 

C   O   U  R  T  I   N. 
That  branching  fycamore  its  barren  fhadc 
May  boaft;  for  fhew  and  fheher  only  made. 
This  goodly  codlin  fpreads  not  fo  her  boughs. 
Yet,  in  return,  more  fruit  than  leaves  flic  fhews. 
But  while  in  idle  chat  the  time  we  wafte, 
See  !  day  ebbs  out,  and  Love  demands  more  hafle. 
Enjov  thy  bulk,  if  bulk  fo  pleafing  be  ; 
While  thus  I  lightfome  fpiing  from  ll:rife  and  thee. 
Farewell  !  to  Fanny  lies  my  gladfome  way  ; 
If  there  you  tend,  lag  after  as  you  may. 

ECLOGUE        II. 

YEOMAN  AND         COURTIN, 

C   0   U   R  T  I   N. 

WOULD  I  could  fay  well  met !  for  fare  the  blood, 
Which  bloats  thv  wrathful  vifage,  bodes  no  good.' 
Why  o'er  the  palTage-piank  doll  threatening  ftride  ? 
And  why  that  hanger  dangling  by  thy  fide  ? 

y  E  o  M  A  N. 
Nor  Why,  nor  Wherefore  mc  !  but  turn  agaia  1 
So  may'll:  thou  ftill  in  a  whole  ikin  remain. 
Thy  flcetnefb  here  will  yield  thee  little  aid. 
Who  pafs  this  brook  without  my  leave,  muli  wade. 

COURTIN. 

I  need  not  wade  ;    the  water  I  can  fkip  : 
Trope  on  my  ftafF,  I'm  over  ac  a  leap. 

y  E  0- 
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YEOMAN. 

15efhrew  thy  nimble  heels  !  made  light  by  fear, 
You  had  not  Tcap'd  fo  found  remaining  here. 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 
Since  fo  you  menace,  lo  me  back  again  ! 
Who  a6i:  no  ill,  all  fear  of  ill  difdain. 
But  pry'tlice  fay,  from  whence  this  churlifli  fpite  ? 
Thee  have  I  wrong'd  ?  fpeak,  and  I  '11  freely  right. 
The  fun  yet  high,  a  fitting  time  doth  yield 
To  hear  thy  plaint :  fair  Fanny  's  ftill  afield. 
If  the  dear  maid  melts  at  ray  tender  moan, 
What  is  'c  to  thee  ?  is  not  her  heart  her  own  ? 

YEOMAN. 

0  that  it  were  !  or  might  I  call  it  mine  ! 
A  prize  too  precious  to  be  ever  thine. 

Though  no  fuch  dangling  curls  my  fhoulders  eiacc- 

1  hoalt  3  manly,  though  a  rugged  face. 
Thy  girliHi  looks  befpcak  a  finnic  elf  : 

What  maid  would  chufe  a  mate  fo  like  herfelf  ? 
The  fturdy  oak  the  Hinder  ivy  v/eds. 

C  O  U   R  T  I   N, 

But  pinks  and  pannes  bloom  on  the  fame  beds. 
Likenefs  is  feldom  found  a  foe  in  love. 
SHght  as  you  will,  fo  Fanny  but  approve. 

YEOMAN. 

Thou  man  of  words !  (hould  thy  addrefs  avail. 
Triumph  ye  hilly  dcfarts  o'er  the  dale  ! 

C   O   U   R   T   I   N. 

Thofe  rifing  cliffs  which  crown  our  lofty  f^rand. 
Though  bare  they  fecm,  enrich  this  lower  land. 

Fruitful 
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Truitfiil  in  ftreams  their  bounteous  waters  flow  ; 
And  what  increafe  they  want,  thcmfelves  beflow. 

YEOMAN. 
From  thence  they  flow,  indeed,  and  gladly  come  j 
To  viiit  gardens,  they  forfake  a  tomb. 
Thus  diftant  hear  the  Ihallow  torrents  roar, 
Headlong  they  hurry  from  the  dreary  Ihore. 
To  us  arriv'd,  with  deep  and  gentle  tide, 
Enrich'd  with  filvery  fifh,  they  filent  glide  ; 
Loth  to  depart,  o'er  the  fair  vales  they  ftray. 
And  with  a  thoufand  turns  their  courfe  delay. 
If,  urg'd  by  fome  defcent,  they  fafter  flow, 
O  !  how  they  murmur  to  be  hafted  fo  ! 

C   O  U  R  T  I  N. 

At  its  firfl:  fource  we  draw  the  cryfial  wave  ; 

And  in  the  pure  unfully'd  currents  lave. 

Grown  ftale  with  us,  we  fend  them  down  to  you. 

Where  lazily  in  muddy  ftreams  they  flow. 

"Nor  are  our  hills  fo  defart  as  they  feem ; 

By  fome  fteep  craggs  of  all  the  reft  you  deem. 

Our  riches,  though  from  you  they  hidden  lie. 

With  the  produce  of  thefe  fat  fields  may  vie. 

But  what  have  you  to  boaft  to  us  unknown  ? 

When  from  our  high-rais'd  dwellings  we  look  down, 

An  uncheck'd  glance  runs  o'er  tliis  nether  coaft 

Till  in  the  falling  Iky  the  fight  is  loft  j 

Whilft  all  around  a  fair  variety 

Towns,  rivers,  woods,  and  meadovvs,  chcar  the  eye. 

The  different  labours  of  the  year  are  yours  : 

You  till  the  land,  but  its  poileiTion  's  ours. 

y  E  0- 


"THE    RURAL    RIVALS.         127 

YEOMAN. 

Tis  yours,  indeed,  in  wifli,  I  held  that  true. 

For  your  defires  are  boundlefs,  like  your  view; 

From  thofe  bleak  heights  our  tempting  vales  are  fcen/ 

You  look,  and  envy  ;  thence  ye  wex  fo  lean  : 

Nor  only  envy  ;  fometimes  down  ye  come, 

And,  laden  with  our  pilfer'd  fpoils,  flink  home. 

Our  fheaves  and  younglings  yield  an  eafy  prey  : 

You  cannot  bear  our  lawns  and  woods  away. 

To  no  fuch  endlels  profpefts  we  pretend : 

Scarce  to  my  neighbour's  grounds  my  views  extend ; 

Yet  that  fhort  ken  yields  joys  to  you  unknown  ; 

Fair  is  the  view  v/here  all  we  fee  's  our  own  ! 

Mine  are  thofe  furrow'd  fields;    thefe  funlefs  groves; 

My  fheep  on  yonders  common  feed  in  droves. 

My  oxen  in  that  weftern  mead  grow  fat  j 

And  there  look  well  !  it  will  bear  looking  at; 

Within  thofe  tufted  trees  my  dwelling  is  ; 

On  that  fide  orchards,  a  large  lake  on  this. 

Thofe  barns,  cocks,  ricks,  and  mows,  are  all  my  own, 

Wiiich  to  the  fight  feem  hence  a  little  town. 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 
A  goodly  view  they  yield,  and  glad  the  eye  ; 
But  miry  is  the  way,  the  marlh  too  nigh  : 
Thick  is  the  air  you  breathe,  and  grofs  your  food  5 
Our  kine  are  lefs,  but  they  have  better  blood. 
Sweeter  our  milk,  and  nobler  is  our  geer, 
Our  ftrcams  are  purer,  and  our  fkies  more  clear. 
But,  mercy  !  lo  !  how  yonder  flames  afpire  ! 
What  luckicfs  chance  hath  fct  thofe  ricks  on  fire  ? 

Y  E  0- 
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Y  E   O   M   A   N. 

Ill  fare  thy  way  !  my  burning  barns,  aks  ! 
Call  home  their  owner  !  fo  you  now  may  pafs. 

C   O   U  R   T  I  N. 

I  Not  fo  ;  fond  Love  yields  to  my  neighbour's  need. 
My  lighter  feet  may  fland  thee  now  in  flead. 
Ere  you  arrive,  the  preying  flames  brought  low 
Shall  witnefs  how  much  to  my  fpeed  you  owe. 

ECLOGUE         IIL 

YEOMAN. 

SCORN'D  by  my  Love !  oblig'd  by  him  I  hate! 
O,  Yeoman,  thine  is  an  untoward  fate  ! 
In  vain  fair  fields  and  fruitful  flocks  I  boafr, 
This  Mountaineer  hath  all  mv  wifhes  croft! 
Ah-l    woe  the  day  fond  Fanny  climb'd  the  hilh  ! 
Then  Courtin  Jov'd,  and  hence  poor  Yeoman's  ills! 
Too  curious  girl !   what  tempted  thee  to  roam  ? 
Haft  thou  not  all  things  thou  canft  wifli  at  home  ? 
But  maids  will  gad  ;  a  ferious  truth  I  tell ; 
Strange  places,  and  ftrange  faces,  pleafe  too  well, 
Lo  !    where  this  new,  this  lucky  Lover  comes  ! 
Why  Ihake  thy  coward  limbs  ?  what  is  't  benumbs 
My  frozen  heart  ?  far  otherwife  I  fee, 
Courtin,  too  happy  youth  '  it  fares  with  tiiee  ! 
JoyoBS  you  bound  along  with  vifage  gay. 
Well  leap'd,  in  faith  !    lo  !    how  tiie  winding  way- 
He  fhuns,  and  over  hedge  and  ditch  cuts  fnoit ! 
A  trefpafs  tbi-i,  and  I  '11  indite  him  for  'r. 
**  What,  robber,  hoa  !  why  break'ft  through  my  grounds  ? 
If  hU  be  common,  vain  are  dykes  and  moundv." 

C  o  u  R  T  J  N, 
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C  0  U  R  T  I  M. 

Nothing  of  thine,  proud  man,  I  need  or  feeko 
-If  from  the  path  I  through  the  bullies  break, 
Tis  but  to  fliun  fuch  fpiteful  churls  as  fcorn 
And  evil  flill,  for  good  receiv'd,  return. 

YEOMAN. 

1  guefs  thy  thoughts,  and  own  the  tin[iely  aid 

By  me  unafk'd.     Now  thou  thyfelf  haft  paid 
■Upon  my  ruin'd  fence:   this  I  forgive; 

But  ware  the  next,  if  free  from  law  you  'd  live. 

Vaunt'll:  thou  tiiy  help?   True,  you  thofe  fires  fuppreft. 

But  raife,  alas?   far  fiercer  in  my  breafl:! 

Hence  that  juft  wrath  which  wildly  you  reprove  ; 

Sharp  are  the  pangs  of  ill-requited  Love  ! 

Look  round  :  whate'cr  thou  fee'fc  is  mine  ,-    and  might 

Be  Fanny's,  knew  fhe  how  to  choofe  aright. 
'*Tis  a  thin  fare  on  Love,  alone,  to  live.- 

Midft  naked  mountains,  maidens  needs  mud  thrive  . 

Be  free,  and  fay  what  lands,  what  meads,  hafl  thou. 

To  fatten  cattle,  or  employ  the  plow. 

Thy  homeftcad  to  the -beft  advantage  paint  ; 

Nor  fparing'be  of  words  :   no  words  you  want. 
COURT!  N. 

It  fuits  us  ill  to  brag  of  v^;hat  *s  our  own  ; 
Thofe  mounts  lefs  eafy  are  defcrib'd  than  flicwn. 
Deign  on  the  morrow  to  become  my  gucO, 
And  1  '11  at  once  thy  fight  and  palate  feaft. 

Y    E  O  M  A  N. 

J.ame  is  my  nag,  and  I  can  foot  it  ill; 
Tis  wretched  jourasyi:ig  vp  a  llory  hill 
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Spare  me  that  pain,  and  rather  feaft  my  ear. 

C   O   U    R  T  I   N. 

Then  blame  thyfelf  if  tedious  I  appear. 

Stretch  to  yond'  blewifh  Southern  point  thy  fight 

(But  thofe  fwoln  eyeballs  drink  up  too  much  light 

To  dart  a  ken  fo  far^   their  flinted  power 

Keach  a  few  dirty  acres,  and  no  more). 

There  the  hills  open,  and,  by  due  degrees, 

Sink  to  a  valley  bounded  by  the  feas. 

To  the  fouth-weft  it  tends  ;  the  north  and  eaf- 

High  mounds  fecure  from  every  piercing  blaft. 

Whilft  flormy  winter  cladsthc  cliffs  in  fnow 

Serene  and  calm,  'tis  fummcr  all  below. 

Clear  ftreams  divide  the  ftraight  but  fertile  plain  ; 

Viht  each  hut,  then  haften  to  the  main. 

Fair  rows  of  chefnuts  cait  a  pleafing  (hade, 

And  the  high  grafs  fhoots  up  a  broader  blade. 

There  countlefs  herds  of  comely  kine  we  keep  : 

A  Ihorter  turf  our  alTes  and  our  flieep 

Delight;  they  browze  the  higher  ground.     Above, 

And  near  the  clouds,  the  goats  at  random  rove. 

Each  flat  a  different  owner  hath  ;  the  fteep 

For  various  ufes  we  in  common  keep. 

"Nigh  are  our  dwellings,  and  we  well  agree  ; 

Some  neighbours  I  o'crlook,  and  others  me. 

Korth  of  that  vale,  towards  this  inland  fide. 

Within  the  creek  where  firft  the  hills  divide, 

My  lodge  ftands  fair  (would  you  could  fee  the  place  .') 

?^eat,  and  with  all  things  ftor'd,  in  little  fpace. 

Cool  in  the  fummer,  yet  in  winter  warm, 

Tis  both  a  houfe  of  pleafure  and  a  farm., 

ir. 
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In  front,  of  aih  and  elm  a  rifing  row. 

For  prefent  (hade  and  future  timber,  grow. 

Behind,  with  eafy  dopes,  my  gardens  rife 

And  flourifh  fair  'midfl  ever-fmiling  Ikies. 

Spacious  at  firfl:  they  flraighten  as  they  run. 

And  in  a  circle  take-in  all  the  fun. 

No  rock  is  feen,  fave  what  in  fteps  is  made. 

Which  from  one  riiing  to  another  lead. 

The  winding  walks  are  rob'd  in  turfy  pride  ; 

And  not  a  palm  of  foil  is  loft  befide. 

Here  marble  feats  are  arch'd  by  woodbine  bowers; 

There  thrive  the  plants  and  roots  and  herbs  and  flowers. 

The  vine,  the  fig,  the  neftarine,  and  the  peach, 

Againfl  the  walls  their  loaded  branches  ftretch 

Full  to  the  fuH;   fecur'd  from  blights  around, 

No  meaner  fruit-trees  cumber  up  the  ground. 

The  nut,  the  plumb,  the  apple,  and  the  pear, 

"Without  the  fence  are  fcatter'd  here  and  there. 

And  yet  your  orchards  boaft  no  fruit  fo  fair. 

High  on  the  mount  breaks  out  a  confiant  rill  j 

At  its  firft  rife  it  turns  a  little  mill  ; 

And,  as  from  fteep  to  fleep  it  downwards  hies, 

Much  work  performs,  and  many  hands  fupplies. 

To  me  arriv'd,  its  waves  a  ciftern  feed. 

Which  waters  all  my  gardens  as  they  've  need. 

My  houfehold  wants  it  ferves  a  little  lower. 

And  fettles  in  a  pool  before  my  dcor ; 

Thence,  down  a  fteep,  itfelf  it  headlong  throws, 

And  to  my  under  neighbours  kindly  fiowsj 

Still  ufefu],  fiill  increafing  as  it  goes. 

K    2  V  E  O 
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T  E  O  M  A   N. 

Small  time  it  needs  to  travcrfe  o'er  thy  grounds! 
Mucli  rock  thou  own'ft,  in  very  fcanty  hounds. 
Talk'fl  thou  of  calms  and  ever-fm  iling  fkies  ; 
-On  craggs,  where  fnow  fecu  re  in  harveft  lies, 
And  braves  the  fun  ?  Here  gentle  rain  diftils ; 
^But  when  a  fudden  ftorm  the  brook  o'erfills, 
And  floods  the  mead,  whence  comes  it  ?  from  the  hills. 
Along  yon  ridge  1  've  feen  the  tempeft  fcoul. 
And,  at  this  diftance,  heard  the  thunder  growl. 
The  mountains  fmoak,  and  nimble  lightnings  play, 
Wlien  here  'tis  ofcen  but  a  cloudy  day. 

C  0  U  R  T  I  N. 

The  various  feafons  of  the  changing  year 
To  both  are  common,  but  moft  hurtful  here. 
When  fouthern  winds  drive  on  a  fummer  fhowcr. 
And  gufliing  clouds  a  hafly  deluge  pour, 
Tliie  waters  vvalh  our  mountains  and  away, 
While  here  they  i:a\;age  with  a  longer  ftay. 
When  tempefls  gather  upwards,  we  retreat  ; 
The  thunder  harmlefs  rolls  beneath  our  feet. 
While  o'er  your  heads  the  glaring  lightnings  thre 
Thofe  Ihlning  points  which  fcem  with  Heaven  to  vie? 
No  dorms, difturb,  no  clouds  climb  up  fo  high. 
There  firfl  came  tidings  of  approaching  day; 
Tiie  fun  there  leaves  his  farewell  evening  ray. 

YEOMAN. 

Ti.ofe  ray^  ai;e  loft  on  an  ingrateful  flrand  1 
■'T-were  better  you  'ad  lefs  funflune,  and  more  land. 

COURT  iJti, 
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C  O   U  R  T  I  N. 

'Through  ignorance  or  env\',  we  defplfe 
Thofe  bleflings,  which  we  each  enjoying  prize. 
Here  flowery  fields  and  woods  and  lawns  dehglit; 
There  grots  and  pleafing  profpe6:s  chear  the  fight:. 
Your  riches  here  your  herds  and  flocks  confefs  j 
And  there  our  quarries  and  our  mines  no  lefs. 

YEOMAN. 

Keep  to  youY  fliining  cUffs,  j'our  mines,  and  fur>;- 
Be  corn  and  wool,  and  the  fat  valley, ours. 
I  envy  not  what 's  thine.     But  why  dofl  roam  ? 
Thy  dwelling  feems  to  pleafc  thee  ;  keep  at  home. 

C   O    U  R  T  I  N. 

Home  fl:ill  is  home  ;  but  yet  'tis  good  to  range 
Abroad  fometimes ;  there  's  pleafure  in  the  change, 
rieafure  and  profit  both;  our  boundlefs  view 
Breeds  a  defire  of  boundlefs  knowledge  too. 

YEOMAN. 

Breeds  a  defire  of  other's  goods,  fay  I  ! 

G  O   U   R  T  I  N. 

No  more!  at  length;  thy  fliallow  craft  I  fpy. 
Through  thee,  but  Ihort  muft  be  this  evening's  ftay.> 
Dark  is  the  moonlefs  night,  and  long  the  way. 
Long  is  the  way  when  I  from  Fanny  part ! 
To  her  I  trip  it  with  a  merry  heart. 
Farewell !  nor  glout  with  fullen  difcontcnt; 
Tis  mean  to  mourn  at  what  we  can't  prevent. 


Kr  ^  ECnOGUE 


:  Jr,        Tvl  I  S  C  E  L  L  A  N  Y     F  O  E  M  S. 
ECLOGUE        IV. 

C  0  U  R  T  I   N.        YEOMAN.        VICAR. 
C  O  U  R  T  I  K. 

WHAT  !  art  thou  arm'd  again  my  couife  to  fray  ^ 
Upon  thy  peril  ftop  the  king's  highway. 

YEOMAN. 

Miftake  me  not  !  my  purpofe  means  no  il]. 
Hear  me,  and  own  1  bear  thee  right  good-will. 

C  O  U  R   1    I  N. 

Avaunt !  the  path  due  fpace  for  both  affords  j 
I've  now  no  time  to  fiing  away  on  words. 

YEOMAN. 

At  Jeaft  vouchfafe  one  fleeting  minute's  flay  j 
When  I  have  fpoken,  go  in  peace  thy  way. 
Light's  car  hath  yet  a  fpace  of  Iky  to  run  j 
'Twill  cofl:  old  Time  an  hour  ere  day  l)e  done.. 
Not  prone  to  malice,  I  could  foon  commend  j 
And  of  a  rival  feign  would  form  a  friend. 
An  honefl,  though  a  fmiling,  look  you  bear ; 
Smooth  is  thy  fpeech,  and  yet  it  feems  fincerc. 
Tell  to  fome  highland  lafs  thy  tempting  tale, 
And  leave  to  us  the  damfels  of  ihe  dale. 

C   O  U  R  T  I  N. 
'Though  fmall  mv  worth,  thy  praife  awakes  my  pride, 
O  Love  !  from  Fanny  all  my  failings  hide  ! 
Yeoman,  thy  friendship  I  would  gladly  gainj 
Such  landed  lovers  feldom  fue  in  vain. 
Shift  thy  affedlions  to  fome  other  part ; 
And,  next  to  fairefb  Fanny,  rule  my  herurc. 

Y£0  = 
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YEOMAN. 

O  !  wrong  not  that  efteem  you  elfe  might  fliare, 

You  're  not  the  fame  whene'er  you  mention  her  ! 

Youth,  Beauty,  Virtue,  are  a  worthy  dewer: 

Yet  you  high- dwellers  feek  for  fomcthing  more. 

To  wealth  alone  your  craving  wifhes  tend  ;  • 

Look,  out  a  fitter  mate,  and  reft  my  friend. 

Three  clean-limb'd  milkv  foals  yon  fpacious  mead 

Now  graze  at  large;  a  choice  and  flarely  breed. 

A  pair  for  Fanny's  fcrvice  I  defign  : 

Proud  of  her  weight  they  '11  prance.  The  third  be  thine. 

Chufe  but  the  fairell:  of  my  herd  and  flock, 

To  mend  the  breed  which  thy  fmall  paftures  flock, 

Freely  the  faireft  I'll  beflow.     Nay,  more, 

My  barns  (hall  furniih  a  whole  winter's  flore, 

Ccafe  thy  purfait  alone;   as  generous  be, 

And  life,  with  Love  and  Fanny,  leave  to  me. 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 
Life,  without  Love,  were  vain  !   of  her  depriv'd, 
How  Ihould  I  love  r   (he  loft,  enough-  I  've  liv'd. 
Alas !  I  feek  not  an  increafe  of  ftore  ; 
Save  her,  I  "ve  all  I  want  ;  what  need  I  m.ore  ? 
Is  merit  worth  fo  little  of  our  care  ? 
Hath  wealth  fuch  charms  ?  Be  rich  !  think  not  of  liei . 
Our  workmen  the  hill's  bowels  lliall  refine 
For  thee  j  on  fplendid  metal  thou  (halt  dine  j 
Where  feafting,  thou  thyfelf,  improv'd,  fhalt  ken, 
Whilfl  thy  large  capons  feem  as  large  again. 
A  caik  of  fprightly  juice  thy  heart  fliall  chear, 
And  thoughts  of  Fanny  drown  ;  think  not  of  l.cr. 

K  4  Stn,-.'d 
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Stnpp'cl  of  tlieir  pride,  our  wildlings  too  fhall  diC;,. 
With  cofily  furs  thy  garments  to  fupply. 
Nay,   do  not  feoff;   array'd  in  fuch  attire, 
When  winter  pinches,  thou  flialt  fco-rn  a  fire. 
Such  gifts  might  fuit  a  prince  ;  yet  mean  they  are. 
If  fuch  to  blooming  Fanny  we  compare. 
O  !  Fanny>  Fanny  !  heart-delighting. maid  ' 
Vouchfafe  fuch  fmiles  as  laft  my  cares  repait'. 
Then  thy  dear  name  fhall  througji  our  hills  refound. 
And  Love  and  Fanny  echo  all  arou-nd. 

Y   F.   O   M   A    N. 

Thou  iir'ft  my  blood  !  Enough,  prefumptuous  fwain  ■ 
Dare  thy  rude  lips  thus  oft  Ikt  name  profane  ? 
Thi?  goodly  blade  thy  folly  fhall  chaflife, 
And  thy  m.aim'd  hide  inflruft  thee  tcrgrow  wife. . 

C  O  U   R   T  I   N. 

Againft  that  edge,  indeed,  no  flefh  is  proof  : 
But  this  fair  ftaff  fliall  ward  its  fury  orf. 
All  on  the  tip  behold  a  fnarpeu'd  fieel  ! 
Behold)  and  tremble  lell  its  point  yoa  feci, 

y  E  o  M.A  N. 
How  I  defpife  thy  flick  and  tlice  '   this  blade 
Through  bars  of  knotty  oak  its  way  hath  made. 
Ev'n  iron  hinges,  when  the  chacc.  grew  warm, 
Unturn'd,  its  Ketlge  haih  cleft,  urg'd  bv  this  arm. 

C   O  U  R   T  I  N. 
Mr.  flaff' s  my  pafiime  and  fure  wea[K>n  too, 
When  we- on  high  the  nobler  game  purfue, 
Such  as  dare  turn  again  :   this  pointed  fpear 
Fierce  bcaft  hath  fell'd  ;  whofc  looks  would  fright  you  lisre. 
Again,  when  perch'd  th'  unwar}-  fowl  I  fpy, 
Or  when  the  nim-b-le  f'^uirrs-l  fccms-to  fly 

Tmrn 
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From  bough  to  bough,  this,  with  unerring  hand, 
I  dart,  ami,  at  a  diflance,  death  command. 

YEOMAN. 
Yes,,  aga-inft  fquirrels  I  beheve  thee  bold  ! 
But,  from  a  man  take  this — 

VICAR. 

Hold  I  madmen,  hol(l ! 
Can  rrvge  and  violence  with  Lo\'e  agree  ?' 
Who  knows  if  either  may  accepted  be  • 
By  her  vou  covet  ?  is  (lie  wife  as  fair, 
She  '11  net  be  tempted  by  a  bruife  or  fear. 
As,  (ludious,  low  beneath  the  beach's- fhade,- 
r,  with  a  filent  friend,  my  book,  was  laid, 
Unfeen,  I  liflen'd  to  your  warm  debate. 
And  bkfl:  your  Lo\'e,.but  mufl  reprove  your  Hatffi 
Beauty  v/as  meant  t'  enkindle  foft  dcfire. 
And  'tis  in  you  a  merit  fo  t'  admire  :-• 
Both  well  deferve,  both  may  expefl  her  grace  ; 
But  fhe's  a  woman — fancy  will  take  place  ; 
Let  !>er  decide.     You,  Yeoman,  juftly  vauni 
A  fair  polleflion,  free  from  every  want; 
A  goodly  port  and  lordly  mien  you  bear, - 
And  health  and  plenty  on  your  cheeks  appear. 
Young  Courtin  too  fcems  fuited  to  his  drefs; 
Such  open  looks  a  manly  mind  confefs. 
Though  flim.liis  form,  his  limbs  are  mated  well. 
And  his  brac'd  nerves  w'nh  a£live  vigour  fwell. 
For  what  yc  both  enjoy,  yield  thanks  to  Heaven; 
And  ufc  it  well ;   'twas  for  that  purpofe  given. 
Let  each  (till  think  his  own  condition  bert^ 
But,  Fanny  comes  !  and  flie  '11  adjudge  the  reft, 

THU 
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THE  FAREWELL.  PASTORAL  XIIL  1726. 
HARRY     AND     COURTIN. 

/^  N  C  E  more  the  *  motley  Mufe  infpires  the  fvvain  j 
^^  Once  more  the  Doric  with  the  Mantuan  ftrain 
She  hokily  blends  ;  twelve  pleafing  labours  pad. 
She  quits  the  flowery  lawns :  be  this  her  laft, 

HARRY. 

To  fold  my  flock  !  and  (till  von  fetting  fun 
Unclimbing  thofe  far  eaftern  hills  return) 
Stretch  on  this  fallow  field,  and  foil  it  well. 
From  evil  tongues  and  every  wicked  fpell, 
Secur'd  by  thefe  croft  holly-twigs,  which  round 
The  pens  I   ftick,  firft  fmiting  thrice  the  ground. 
Now  home,  my  faithful  cur  !  by  this  thy  dame 
Prepares  the  fmoaking  platter.     Sure  I  am 
Thou  Ihalt  not  mifs  a  belly-full  lo-nighr. 
For  this  day's  care,  though  rfiy  own  meal  fit  light. 
Yon  gamefome  ridgling,  but  for  thee,  had  ftray'd'" 
The  fheep,  while  fweetly  I  alleep  was  laid. 
O  !  for  fome  merry  mate,  with  cheary  talk. 
To  rid  the  tedious  common  as  we  walk  ! 
Good  luck  betides  me  :  lo  !  a  blithefome  fwain, 
As  man  might  wifli,  makes  hitherwards  amain. 
A  happy  evening,  Courtin  !   meeting  one 
Of  voice  fo  fweet,  what  churl  would  gad  alone  ? 

COURTIN. 

Thanks  for  thy  courteous  greeting,  friendly  lad. 
*  Alluding  to  Paftoral  Y.  not  in  this  coUeclion, 
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JI  A  R  R  Y. 

And  yet,  of  late,  I  read  thee  fomevvhat  fad; 

Elfe  why  's  thy  pipe  fo  filent  now-a  days  ? 

Why  charm  no  more  thy  well-turn'd  roundelays  ? 

C   O  U   R  T  I   N. 

O  !  far  from  fad,  though  ferious  I  appear.. 
The  joys  leaft  noify  are  the  moft  fmcere. 

HARRY. 
Thou  fpeak'ft  my  mind,  though  in  a  higher  ftrain; 
And  'twere  raoR  thanklefs,  lad,  in  thee,  to  'plain. 
Thy  thriving  flock  increafeth  every  day  : 
And  thy  fair  cabin  (rais'd,  as  one  may  fay, 
Above  thy  feUows)  widely  views  around  ; 
Shelter'd  aneath  a  mighty  oak  (renown'd 
Through  all  the  world)  from  fun  and  wind  and  rain- 
And,  more  than  all,  thrice  happy,  lucky  fwain  ! 
With  lovely  Fanny  blefl !  our  hundred's  grace  ! 
The  fweeteft  temper,  with  the  faireft  face  ! 
How  many  fought  the  modefl:  maiden's  heart ! 
To  crown  thy  love,  how  many  wretches  fmart ! 
Whilft  all,  ev'n  thofe  who  pine  through  amorous  care^. 
Shower  bleiTmgs  on  the  well-match'd  lovefome  pair. 

C   O  U  R  T  I  N. 

Hence  thofe  calm  joys  which  all  my  foul  polTefs  ! 
Joys  which  nor  rhyme,  nor  mufic,  can  exprefs. 
For  this  the  Giver  of  all  good  I  praife  ! 
Next  J  generous  Herbert  claims  my  grateful  lays  ;    ' 
Through  him  Auguftus  *,  glory  of  our  ifle  ! 
Firft  on  my  poor  endeavours  deign'd  to  fmile. 
Augudus !  great  and  good  !  each  Mufe's  theme  ! 
To  Caefar's  virtues,  heir,  and  diadem. 

*  George  the  Second,,  when  Prince  of  Wales,     N- 

Nor 
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]^or  fweet  Francelia  !  faireft  of  thy  kind  ! 

Is  thy  bright  form  e'er  abfent  from  my  mind  ! 

Thy  fofc  endearments  banifli  every  care  ! 

Each  blifs  is  doubled  which  with  thee  I  fhare  ! 

Life,  without  Love  and  Thee,  infipid  were. 

Thefe  would  I  fing  !  but  fear  fuch  worth  to  wrong  : 

Alas !  their  names  tranfcend  a-  vulgar  long. 

HARRY. 
Mefeems  thy  fpeech  grows  mainly  big  of  late  f 
Belike  our  words  muft  rife  with  our  eftate'. 
Courtin,  by  what  I  deem,  we  foon  may  fear 
To  lofe  the  Shepherd  in  the  Freeholder. 
Yet  fay,  our  wifhes  gain'd,  and  hearts  at  eafs, 
Muft,  therefore,  fallen  frlence  only  pleafe  r 
When  fully  fed,  our  younglings  fportive  play  j 
And  birds  fmg  fweeteft  on  a  fanny  day. 

COURTIN. 

True  r  yet  thofe  birds,- whofe  very  life  is  fong, 

Struck  dumb,  like  me,  in  (ilence  liften'd  longv 

As  lately,  on  our  hills,  his  heavenly  lyre 

Tyt're  tun'd  up,  and  was  himfelf  a  choir. 

With  niceft  art,  of  undccaying  ftuff. 

His  harp  was  form'd';  both  Time  and  Weather-proof. 

With  ten  clear-founding  filver  firings  'twas  ftrung, 

Which  ftruck  with  ftvill.  Lord!  how  the  mountains  rung! 

Glory  of  Shepherds !  by  thy  dearhlefs  rhyme, 

We  learn  what  heights  the  Rural  Mule  may  climb: 

Thee  had  I  fooner  known,  much  Pruitlefs  pains 

i  might  have  fpar'd,  or  form'd  by  thine,  my  ftrains  *. 

*  A  hanclfo.Tie  complimeiu  to  the  Paftorals  of  Pope ; 
M'hich  probably  prevented  Dr.  Evar.3  horn  pubiiflb  ng  whar 
be  modeftly  though":  fb  much  ir.fc;;  j*.     N". 
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But  heedltfs.I  my,  flowery  prime  m  f-fpent ! 
•With  native  melody,  though  rude,  content, 
"Now  ripe  in  manhood,  fuch  my  hiamelefs  pride, 
-Curious  to  know  at  length,  without  a  guide, 
^Refolv'd,  I  boKlly  fcal'd  the  arduous  way, 
And  heaid,  with  rapture  heard  !   the  learned  lay. 
Oh!   Harry!   wcrt  thou  prcient  whilfl  he  charm'd! 
,Once<had  the  Mantuan  Mufe  thy  bofom  warm'd  ! 
Thou  too,  with  me,  would'fl:  fling  thy  pipe  away, 

HARRY. 

I  pray  thee  -grant  a  fample  of  his  lay, 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 

Such  founds  at  fccond-hand  their  fweetncfs  lofcc 

H  A   R,R  V. 

Yet  touch  a  note  :  thou  wont'il  not  to  refufc, 

C  O  U  R  T  I  N. 

To  wrong  his  accents,  were  too  bold  a  fui. 
Some  faint  refembling  air  I  '11  try — 
HA  R  R   Y. 

Bsgln. 

C  0  U  R  T  I  N. 
Aonian  virgins  !  lend  a  loftier  ftrain  *! 
Few  prize  the  lowly  mufic  of  the  plain. 
Be  hence  my  verfe  like  Ida's  towering  brow. 
Flowing  and  clear  as  Tempe's  currents  too. — - 

HARRY. 

,.Hey-day  !   why  fure  fuch  fongilers  waking  dream! 
What  Onian  maids  are  thcfe  ?  ,v/hat  Tempin  ftream  ? 
Full  many  a  day  I  've  us'd  each  mart  and  fair, 
Yet  never  heard  fuch  names  in  all  our  fhire. 
Are  fuch  the  lays -which  fo  thy  fancy  hr'd  » 
Mi  underflpod,  and  thence,  mehap,  admir'd. 
-*  The  introdudion  to  Pope's  M-Oiah  is  here  imitated.  jNTc 
7  CO  U  Jt- 
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C    O   U  R  T  I  N. 

Rather,  becaufc  ill  underftood,  defpls'd  ; 
So  Midas  Pan  before  Apollo  prized. 

HARRY. 

Pan  me  no  Pans  !  fwcet  carrels  chear  my  heart. 
Yet  feufe,  fay  I,  fhould  fhare  with  found  a  part. 
Though  fickle  thou  as  well  thy  voice  as  name, 
And  home  haft  chang'd,  old  Harry  's  ftill  the  fame? 
Had  Robin  guefl,  you'd  learn  this  city  lkill% 
The  lad  had  kept  his  well-knit  hofen  dill. 
Though  fwelling  numbers  fill  th'  aflounded  ear, 
Few  of  our  maidens  would  vouchfafe  to  hear, 
And  fongs  were  bootlcfs  then.     Thofe  foothing  ftrains. 
Wherewith  you  whilome  wont  to  charm  the  plains, 
Pleafe  fhepherds  moft.     That  ditty  of  the  clown 
Whom  Dicky  drubb'd,  all  in  a  dale  adown*; 
Or  that  which  ftruck  the  fparkifh  ftrangcr  mute  *, 
With  his  new-fangled  airs,  and  finic  flute  : 
Liftening  to  fongs  fo  fweet,  a  fummer's  day 
-Befeem'd  too  fhort. 

C   O  U  R  T  I  N. 

Such  an  unpolifli'd  lay 
"AVas  once  too,  I  confefs,  my  whole  delight  j 
So  fond  was  I !  fo  flow  to  judge  aright ! 
Convinc'd,  at  length,  I  own  fuperior  {kill. 
And  rather  fong  refign,  than  warble  ill. 
'Twere  vain  to  hope  another's  mind  to  move 
With  airs  ourfelves  too  juilly  difapprove. 

***  Alluding  to  fevcrai  Paftorals  not  in  this  colleftion, 

HARRY. 
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HARRY. 

Once  on  a  time  (give  heed  to  what  I  tell, 

'Twas  long  ago,  yet  I  remember  'c  well) 

A  London  Lady  to  the  Vicar's  came, 

Dight  like  a  Queen  ;  a  flaunting  flickering  dame. 

In  gilded  cage  this  Madam  with  her  brought 

A  bird  of  price  j  far-ferch'd,  and  bravely  taught. 

For  fure,  unlearn'd,  no  creature  fo  could  fing  ; 

Lcfs  fhifting  notes  our  bells  in  changes  ring. 

Of  its  gay  plumes,  all  as  its  miflrefs,  proud 

It  feem'd  :  and  like  her  too,  though  little  loud. 

Yet,  footh  to  fay,  its  voice  was  fweetly  Ihrill, 

No  flagelet  could  e'er  more  detfly  trill. 

'Twas  in  thofe  days  ere  Nelly  firft  grew  kind. 

When  I,  to  move  the  dainty  damfel's  mind, 

A  linnet  rear'd  ;  the  choice  of  five  fair  young. 

Sure  never  linnet  half  fo  fweetly  fung  : 

Yet,  when  this  Madam's  gaudy  bird  came  down, 

(Whofe  thrilling  pipe  was  heard  through  all  the  town). 

My  fimple  fongfter,  drooping,  hung  the  wing. 

Grew  fuUen,  and  would  neither  peck  nor  fing. 

Howe'er,  it  feem'd  to  lend  a  wiftful  ear ; 

And  bragly  ftrovc,  at  length,  its  fong  to  rear 

To  t'other's  pitch  j  but  flrove,  alas  !  in  vain; 

Too  week  his  voice  to  mate  fo  high  a  flrain. 

Whilft,  flriving  thus,  it  marr'd  its  mellow  throat. 

And  loft  its  own,  nor  learn'd  the  other's  note. 

So  fares  it,  lad,  with  thee.     The  truth  I  fpeak. 

Nor,  what's  well  meant,  do  thou  in  dudgeon  take. 

'* Sunt  &  mihi  Carmina.     Me  quoque  dicunt 

«  V*tcm  Paftores;  fed  non  ego  credulus  illis."      Viro. 

ON 
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ON  A  LADY  SINGING.  BY  MR.  BURNABY«< 

TXT'HEN  charming  Teraminta  fings, 

Each  new  air  new  pafTion  brings  : 
Now  I  refolve,  and  now  I  fear, 
Now  I  triumph,  now  defpair ; 
Frolic  now,  now  faint  I  grow, 
Now  I  freeze,  and  now  I  glow. 
Her  face  at  lafl:  does  all  remove, 
A.nd  my  wh-ole  breaft  confents  to  love. 
Her  face  unites  my  various  grief. 
And  I  -'m  -more  flave  by  my  relief. 
The  panting  Zephyrs  round  her  play, 
And,  trembling  on  her  lips,  would  flay; 
Trembling  with  divided  blifs, 
Now  would  lifien,  now  would  kifs  ; 
Till,  by  her  breath  repuls'd,  they  fly. 
And  in  low  pleafmg  murmurs  die. 
<  Nor  do  I  alk  that  Ihe  would  give. 
By  fome  new  note,  the  power  to  live  ; 
I  would,  expiring  with  the  found, 
Die  on  the  lips  that  gave  the  wound. 

*  William  Burnaby,  whofe  father  of  the  fame  name  was  a 
gentleman  in  London,  became  a  commoner  of  Merton  Col- 
lege, Oxford,  in  the  beginning  of  169 1  ;  was  entered  of  The 
Middle-Temple  in  1693  ;  and  had  a  principal  hand  in  the 
tranflation  of  "  Petronlus  Arbiter,"  which  was  publilhed  in 
1694,  and  infcribed  by  him  to  the  carl  of  Romney.  Sec 
Wood's  Athenx,  II.  929.  Mr.  Burnaby  was  alio  thr 
author  of  four  comedies;  i.  "  The  Reformed  Wife,"  1700. 
a,,  "  The  I^ady's  Vifuing-Day,"  1701.  3.  "  The  Mydilh 
**iiuiband,"  1702,     Aud  4.  <' Love. betrayed,"  1703.     N- 
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EPIGRAM,  FROM  PETRONIUS  ARBITER. 

BY     MR.     B  U  R  N  A  B  Y. 

^  B  "^  PI  I  N  G  S  got  with  pain,  and  difficulties  r-arcj 

Indulge  our  fancies,  and  oMige  the  fair : 
XVe  fcorn  the  wealth  our  happy  ifle  hrings  forth,' 
But  love  whatever  is  of  foreign  growth ; 
Not  that  the  fifti  which  the  poor  Tyber  breeds 
Do  thofc  excel   which  chafle  Sabrina  feeds. 
Not  Ty-rian  Gods  in  nobler  purple  fhiric, 
Or  (hew  a  dye  rich  as,  Auguflus,  thine  j 
Nor  can  the  flocks  which  breathe  th'  Iberian  air 
With  Evefham's  Vale  for  fleecy  flicep  compare. 
But  thefe  are  cheaply  got  — 

Whilfl:  moving  plains,  and  rough  tempefraous  feas, 
Make  the  dear-bought  and  far-fetch 'd  follies  pleafe. 

ON      SAINT     STEPHEN'S     DAY. 
B  Y      D  R.      W  A  R  M  S  T  R  E  Y  ^^ 

T^  RESS'D  in  the  fcarlet  garment  of  his  blood, 
"^^^  Which  from  his  wounds  in  gudiing  rivulets  flow'^f, 
Tiiy  Martyr,  gracious  Lord,  prefurnes  to  fliine. 
And  fliews.  a  patience  fecond  but  to  thine  ; 
Whilft  the  bright  flames,  whiah  in  his  bofotn  burn. 
The  wounding  pebbles  into  jewels  turn  ; 
And  the  rough  rocks,  which  at  his  head  are  thrown. 
Like  diamonds  fliine,  and  melt  into  a  crown. 

*  This  poem  is  afcrlbed  by  Jacob  to  Dr.  Waldrcn  ;  of 
-vvhom,  fee  vol.  lU.  p.  J  77.     N. 

Vol.  V.  X-  Such 
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Sucli  wonders  Saints  effect  before  they  die. 
And  fuch  is  rlie  cclefiiial  alchemy. 
Thy  grace,  O  deareft  Saviour,  'twas  which  made 
This  blooming  rofe  too  durable  to  fade, 
Amidft  thofe  llorms  bis  foes  defign'd  to  raife 
Againrt  that  mighty  bulwark  of  thy.praife. 
That  fo  the  bloody  honours  of  his  fame 
Might  eternize  the  glory  of  his  name. 
His  enemies  but  vain  tormentors  prov'd, 
For  as  they  fton'd  him  more,  the  more  he  lov'd-; 
His  love,  fo  fervent,  made  him  always  pray 
For  their  return  into  the  rightful  way; 
Still  praving,  till  he  lay'd  himfelf  to  reft 
Within  the  downy  tranfports  of  thy  breafr. 
O  grant  we  all  may  love,  and  learn  of  thee. 
The  pradice  of  fuch  charming  conftancy  ! 


PARAPHRASE    ON     PSALM    XLII. 

B  Y      M  R.      T.     B  A  T  E. 

/^  H  A  CD  by  the  hounds  which  thirft  for  blood, 
^^  And  fcorch'd  beneath  Heaven's  fiery  rays. 
The  gentle  hind  pants  for  the  flood, 
Whofe  cooling  llreams  her  grief  migiit  cafe  : 

She  liftens  for  the  fountain's  fall. 
And,  liftening,  thinks  the  murmuring  fountains  call ; 

Till,  tir'd  with  fruitlefs  hope,  and  faint. 
She  wounds  the  fultry  ft.ies  with  juiV  complaint. 

Such 
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Such  my  defires  of  thee,  O  God  ! 

Eternal  fource  of  joys  divine  ! 

Compell'd  to  quit  the  blefl  abode, 

Where  the  celeftial  glories  fliine  : 

An  exile  thence,  in  deep  defpair 
I  cry,  "  Will  God,  my  God,  no  longer  hear  - 

Muft  I  before  his  altars  bow  ? 
No  more  !  no  more  will  he  accept  my  vow  !" 

While  down  my  cheeks  fait  rivers  ran, 

My  foes  in  cruel  triumph  cry'cl, 

<♦  Where  's  now  thy  God  ?  vain,  banifh'd  man  ! 

Thy  rock,  thy  fortrefs,  and  thy  pride'-" 

When  dewy  fhades  to  lleep  invite, 
My  ever-wakeful  eyes  out-weep  tbe  night  ; 

All  food  by  day  my  foul  forbears. 
Bat  feeds  on  mournful  thoughts,  and  drinks  my  tears. 

I  thought  (it  vvas  a  wounding  thought  !) 

How  on  high  days  I  oft  had  come 

In  royal  pomp,  and  with  me  brouglic 

His  fervants  to  his  facred  dome.  — 

But  why,  my  foul,  this  florm  of  woe  ? 
Though  big  the  waves,  and  loud  the  tempefts  blow, 

Be  ftill,  my  foul  !  and  hope  to  fee 
The  rifmg  beams  of  mercy  dart  on  thee. 

My  God,  my  foul  is  fore  diflref}, 
And  wounded  deep  with  anguifh  dire  j 
1  '11  think  on  thee,  to  calm  my  breafl, 
And  make  th'  infulting  waves  retire, 

L  z  Bevor.«5 
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Beyond  the  flream  of  Jordan  chac'd, 
Pad  mercies  fliall  before  my  eyes  bs  plac'd  : 

My  trembling  feet  o'er  Hermon  fly, 
But  Zion,  and  her  God,  my  foul  employ. 

Afflictions,  eager  to  engage, 
Summon  their  troops,  and  me  furround ; 
Thofe  from  above  delcend  with  rage, 
Thefe  from  beneath  as  fiercely  wound  : 
Like  cataracts  thofe  downward  pour, 

Like  \yaters  burfting  from  th'  abyfs  thefe  roar: 
Thy  waves  and  ftorms  on  me  have  driven, 

JO'ervvhelm'd  wiih  all  tb'  aitillery  of  heaven. 

But  yet  th'  Almighty  will  be  kind, 
And  gild  with  hsppy  beams  my  days ; 
The  night  ferene,  as  then  my  mind 
Shall  be  refrefh'd  with  fongs  of  pralfe. 
To  thee,  my  rock,  my  life,  I  11  pray ; 

For,  whilfi:  thy  faving  power  thou  dolt  delay. 
In  bitternefs  of  foul  I  mourn. 

Beneath  orprtinve  Rage,  and  hoftile  Scorn. 

Sheath'd  In  my  breaft,  the  fharpeft  fword 
Can't  like  their  vile  reproaches  pain  : 
^*  Where  's  He  thy  zeal  fo  long  ador'd  ? 
T)eaf  to  thy  cries,  thy  vows  are  vain." 
But  why,  my  foul,  this  florm  of  woe  ? 

Though  big  the  waves,  and  loud  the  tempefis  blow. 
Be  flill,  my  foul,  and  hope  to  fee 

The  rjfmg  beams  of  mercy  dart  on  thee. 
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TO        SLEEP. 

ANONYMOUS;    FROM   FENTON'S  COLLECTION. 

Q  OFT  charmer  of  our  cares,  wliofe  kind  relief 
^^  Gives  us  each  night  a  refpice  from  our  grief, 
Thou  hring'ft  the  poor  man  wealth,  the  tortur'd  refl. 
And  mak'ft  the  wretched  equal  with  the  bleft. 
By  thee  far-ditlant  friends  are  brought  to  view, 
And  loves,  by  abfence  long  impair'd,  renew. 

Since  banifh'd  from  my  dear  Lucinda's  fight, 
I  live  condemn'd  to  fee  the  hateful  light, 
Pity  my  woes;    and  when  thy  next  furprize 
Stops  the  impetuous  torrents  of  my  eyes. 
In  her  bright  form,  to  eafe  my  mind,  appear. 
The  nobleft  figure  thou  canft  chufe  to  wear. 
Stamp  feeming  marks  of  forrov/  on  her  face, 
Jufl  not  enough  to  wrong  its  native  grace  : 
Let  the  cold  earth  appear  her  only  bed, 
Her  arm  the  fole  fupporter  of  her  head  : 
Let  a  fad  fhower  from  her  fair  eyes  dcfcend, 
While  fighs  for  vent  in  her  fwol'n  bread  contend  > 
Then  let  her  in  a  mournful  accent  fay,, 
♦«  To  thee,  Menalcas,  I  this  tribute  pay/' 
But  let  no  real  grtef  difturb  her  reft, 
While  with  the  pleafing  vifion  I  am  blefl: ; 
And,  left  the  joy  fnould  be  too  quickly  paft. 
Renew  the  dream  each  night,  or  make  this  Hcep  my  laft* 

L  q  ON 
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ON    QJJEEN    ANNE'S    BIRTH-DAY. 

WRITTEN    AT    BERN     IN    SWITZERLAND,     1706, 
AND    PRESENTED    TO    OUR    ENVOY. 

ANONYMOUS;    FROM  FENTON'S  COLLECTION. 

A  USPICIOUS  day  '  to  which  we  owe 
■^^  All  we  could  wifh,  or  Fate  beftow  : 
Whofe  dawning  Yi^ht  difclos'd  on  earth 
The  brightert  blelTing,  greatell  birth. 
That  Heaven  to  mortals  e'er  difplay'd, 
Since  Chaos  into  form  was  made. 

On  thy  appearance  Fate  defign'd 
The  future  freedom  of  mankind, 
When  lull  of  univerfal  fway 
Should  force  whole  nations  to  obey 
The  will  of  one,  whofe  boundlefs  mind, 
To  oaths  and  treaties  unconfin'd, 
Should  prompt  him  to  renounce  his  fame, 
To  gain  a  great  but  impious  name. 

Thy  influence  has  this  wonder  wrought, 
Which  Time  has  to  perfection  brought : 
For  fee  a  mighty  Queen  arife, 
Unfhaken,  powerful,  iurt, and  wife. 
Pride  of  her  fex,  her  ifle's  delight, 
The  rule  and  patronefs  of  right. 
The  world's  great  balance  and  fupport, 
And  gafping  Liberty's  refort. 

A  Queen  thus  finifli'd  for  a  throne. 
Whom  nations  court,  and  wifli  their  own  ; 
a  A  Queea 
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A  Queen  by  birth  and  merit  great, 

The  care  and  inftrument  of  Fate, 

No  fooner  takes  the  purple  robe, 

But  flraight,  to  dignify  her  globe, 

Refolves  her  Brother's  fteps  to  tread, 

And  ev'n  out-vie  the  n>ighty  dead. 

'Tis  done  ;  the  mighty  William's  name 

Was  ne'er  attended  with  fuch  fame. 

'Tis  true,  the  well-laid  fcheme  he  wroughtj 

Bent  to  the  war  his  inmoft  thought ; 

But,  ere  he  could  in  arms  appear. 

Death  ftopp'd  the  hero's  fierce  career, 

Plung'd  deep  in  grief  the  Britifli  ifle, 

And  left  to  Anne  the  glorious  toil. 

Anne  takes  th'  occafion  mark'tl  by  Fate 

(She  knew  her  caufe  was  juft  and  great)  ;, 

Confirms  his  meafures  void  of  fear, 

And  gives  a  generous  loofe  to  war  : 

Her  matchlefs  triumphs  on  the  main. 
And  glorious  conqueft  on  the  plain, 
To  which  th'  Imperial  Eagle  owes 
His  thunder  wrefted  from  his  foes. 
And  Spain  her  liberty  reitor'd, 
Her  commerce  and  her  lawful  lord  : 
Lermore  exalted  fpirits  raife 
In  folemn  numbers  lofty  praifc. 
—  For  me,  whofe  unperforming  fkill. 
Is  difproportion'd  to  my  will  : 
Wifely  at  length  I  quit  my  lyre. 
To  rough  Helvetian  climes  retire. 
And  to  more  folid  flrains  afpire. 

1>4  SONG, 


} 
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SONG,     SET     BY     MR.     DEAN. 

TT 7"  I  T  and  Besuty  once  contended 

Which  fliould  reign  in  Celia's  arms  3 
Both  an  equal  claim  pretended 

To  be  fole  monarch  of  her  charms. 

Till  at  laft  they  both  agreed 

To  maintain  alternate  fway  ; 
One  by  night  to  blefs  her  bed, 

And  one  to  win  her  heart  by  day. 


SONG. 

/^  F  all  the  torments,  all  the  cares,. 
^^     With  which  our  lives  are  curft  j 
Of  all  the  plagues  a  lover  bears, 

Sure  rivals  are  the  worft  ! 
Ey  partners  in  each  other  kind, 

AfHi6lions  eaner  grow  ; 
In  Love  alone  we  hate  to  find 

Companions  of  our  woe. 

Sylvia,  for  all  the  pangs  you  fee>. 

Are  labouring  in  my  breaft  ; 
1  beg  not  you  would  favour  me, 

V/ouid  you  but  flight  the  reft  ! 
"Hftw  great  foe'er  your  rigours  arcp 

Wi:h  them  alone  1 11  cope  ; 
I  can  endure  my  own  defpair. 

Bat  not  another's  hope. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

**  f^  U  P  I  D  !  inftru£l  an  amorous  fwafn, 
^^-^  Some  way  to  tell  the  nymph  his  pain. 
To  common  youths  unknown  : 
To  talk  of  llghs,  of  flames,  of  darts, 
Cf  blee<ling  wounds,  and  burning  hearts, 
Are  methods  vulgar  grown." 

*'  What  need'ft  thou  rcll  ?  rh.e  God  rcply'd. 
That  love  the  fiiepherd  cannot  hicfe 

The  nymph  will  quickly  find  : 
When  Phcebus  does  his  beams  difplay^ 
To  tell  men  gr.ively  that  'tis  day, 

Is  to  fuppofe  thera  blind."' 

SONG. 

A   S  the  fnow  in  valllcs  lying, 
"^^  Piicebus  his  warm  beams  applying,. 

Soon  diffolves  and. runs  away; 
So  tiie  beauties,  fo  the  graces. 
Of  the  mod  bewitching  faces,. 
At  approachijig  age  decay. 

As  a  tyrant,  when  degraded, 
Is  defpis'd,  and  is  upbraided 

By  the  flaves  he  once  control'd  ; 
So  the  nymph,  if  none  could  move  her, 
Is  conccmn'd  by  every  lover. 

When  her  clurms  are  growing  old. 

Mclan- 
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Melancholic  locks,  and  whining, 
Grieving,  quarreling,  zr.d  pining. 

Are  th'  effects  your  rigours  movej 
Soft  carelTes,  amorous  glances, 
Melting  f-ghs,  tranfporring  rrance?, 

Are  the  blefs "d  effects  of  love. 

Fair-or.ei  I   while  your  beauty  's  blooming,. 
Ufe  your  rime,  left,  age  refuming 

\^''h£t  your  youth  prcfufely  lends,. 
You  arc  robh'd  of  all  your  glories. 
And  ccndemn'd  to  tell  old  ftories 

To  vour  uribelieving  friends. 

ON   MR.  ROWE'S    ''FAIR   PENLTENT*." 


SE  E  here  the  v-ioi;? 
Uncommo-  h.  ' 


:ene£  ct  r.umari  iivti-  ; 
ue,  but  common  wives  j 


Crc,  charining,  u.:...-  :.  ...\ughty  when  reprov'd, 
Lov'd  by  her  hulband,  her  gallant  (be  lov'd ; 

1  hat  huibar.,  .  ::      ._.:  with  f.'icr..ii  aad  fortune  blclt. 
Finds  2  dcTTiz:  .z  :.    ...a:  racks  his  breaft ; 
VCr.V.t :  ..:.  t.cuz:  Fcrture  frown,  though  friends  deferr. 
Fir.-;  one  :o  iu^i  ].\i  c;rc«.   •    d  charm  bis  heart. 

Wcu.d  v.orr.en  ra.l  .'.  fr  ;  .  ./.e  throng  retir'd, 
Ee  lov'd  by  one,  than  be  by  crowds  admir'd  : 
V/ould  men,  before  their  hearts  were  quite  refign'd. 
Forget  the  faces,  and  impeft  the  mind  r 

»  Firft  iRtd  at  LkcoLVs  Inr.  Y'.tlii,  17:3.     R. 

Such 
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Such  objefts,  fhould  they  fainter  charms  pcfTcfs, 
Would  pleafe  them  longer,  tho'  they  pleas  d  them  Ici's. 
For  Beauty's  blaze,  though  f.erce,  is  quickly  pair  ; 
While  Love,  good  Senfe,  and  Virtue,  always  lafr, 

A    N    A    C    R    E    O    N,       ODE       III* 
ANONYMOUS;  FRO^fDRYDEN'S  MISCELLANIES. 


A 


'.ars  appear, 
And  ftrong  Bootes  rurns  the  Bear  j 
When  mortals  fleep  their  cares  away, 
Farigu'd  wi:h  labours  of  the  cay  ; 
Cupid  was  knocking  a:  my  Gace; 
"  Who's  there?  faid  I :  Who  knocks  u^.  'are, 
Difturbs  my  dream,  and  breaks  my  reft  ?'' 
"  O  fear  not  me,  a  harmlefs  orueft, 
He  faid  ;  but  open,  open,  prav  ; 
A  fooliih  child,  I  loft  my  wav, 
And  wander  here  this  moonlefs  nighr. 
All  wet  and  cold,  and  wanting  light." 
With  due  regard  his  voice  I  heard. 
Then  rofe,  a  ready  lamp  prepar'd. 
And  faw  a  naked  boy  below, 
With  wings,  a  quiver,  and  a  lx)W. 
In  haile  I  ran,  unlocked  my  gate. 
Secure,  and  thoughtlefs  of  my  fate  ; 
I  gave  the  child  an  eafv  chair 
Againft  the  tire,  and  dried  his  hair ; 
Brought  friendly  cups  of  chcarful  wine. 
And  warm'd  his  little  hands  with  mine. 
*  See  another  tranflation  of  this  Ode,  by  Hughes,  Er.glKh 
Poet5,  vol.  XXII.  p.  56.     N. 

All 


J56        MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

All  this  did  I  with  kind  intent  : 
But  he,  on  wanton  mifchief  bent, 
Said,  **  Dearefl  friend,  this  bow  vou  feej 
This  pretty  bow  belongs  to  me  : 
Obferve,  I  pray,  if  all  be  right, 
I  fear,  the  rain  has  fpoil'd  it  quite." 
He  drew  it  then,  and  lirait  I  found 
Within  nfiy  breafl  a  fecret  wound. 
This  done,  the  rogue  no  longer  flaid. 
But  leap'd  away,  and  laughing  faid  ; 
"  Kind  hofl,  adieu,  we  now  mufl  partj 
Safe  is  my  bow,  but  fick  thy  hear:.'' 

ODE,      IN      THE       SPRING^ 

TO     THE     RETURNING     SUN. 

"Vy  ELCOME,  thou  God  of  light  and  heat, 

*  ^        Where  haft  thou  made  thy  long  retreat  ? 
Thou  tak'ft  delight  in  Indian  climes  to  Hay, 
And  ftill  the  happy  Eaft 

Is  with  thy  longed  prefence  blef:; 

Or  elfe  perhaps  in  amorous  plav, 
Beneath  th'  immortal  greens  of  Tempe's  grove. 

While  feeliler  hands  thy  chariot  drove. 
Haft  loitcr'd  with  fome  object  of  thy  love  : 

Or  haft  thou  been  in  mines  below. 

Where  pearls  and  infant  diamonds  grow  ? 
(For  thev  their  birth  to  thy  kind  infiuencc  owe.) 

But  fay,  where-ever  thou  haft  been. 

In  all  thy  walks  through  earth  or  fiiies, 

Are  any  wonders  thou  haft  feen 

So  dazling  bright  as  fair  Francclia"t>  eyes  ? 

Docs 
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Does  Arabia's  fpicy  coall 

Half  fo  rich  an  odour  boaft  ? 

Or  can  Java's  perfum'd  air 

With  her  fragrant  breath  compare  ? 

But  why  (hould  I,  to  fpeak  of  her. 
Confine  thee  to  the  fpace  of  one  revolving  year  ? 

Thou  thy  glorious  race  haft  run, 

Ever  fince  the  world  begun  ; 
Thou  faw'll  when  Venus  from  the  billows  rofe. 

'Twas  thou  firft  kifs'd  her  coral  mouth, 

And  blefsM  her  with  eternal  youth  ; 
Bid  the  young  Goddefsthen  more  charms  difclofe  ? 

Had  her  mien  fo  good  a  grace  ? 

Was  fuch  fweetnefs  in  her  face  ? 

She  muft  yield  her  rival  place  j 

Her  mighty  rival  can  infpire 

Higher  joys  and  fiercer  fire, 

Francelia*  can  alone  difpenfe 

Every  charm  to  every  fenfe  ; 

Mufic  lives  upon  her  tongue, 

She  's  to  our  ears  the  Svrcns  fong  ; 

And,  when  flie  (Irikes  our  ravifh'd  light. 
One  polifii'-d  beam  of  thy  own  mid-day  light. 

Let  other  nymphs  with  art  and  pains 

Some  poor  unv/aiy  heart  betray, 
While  (he,  ditfus'<l  like  t!jy  own  brightncfs,  reigns, 
And  rules  mankind  with  univerfal  fway. 

*  From  the  turn  of  the  poetry,  and  the  name  of  the  llcro- 
i-ne,  1  am  inclined  to  tiiink  this  Ode  was  by  Dr.  Evans.     N. 

Conlenting 
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Confcnting  nations  in  her  praifc  agree, 

I  join  with  them,  but  want  her  mercy  more  j 

For  though  alike  we  wonder  and  adore. 

Yet  none  can  love  like  mc 
Nature,  when  iirft  Ihe  took  me  from  the.  womb. 
Thus  fmiling  deflin'd  all  my  days  to  come  ^ 
"  Sceptres,  Ihe  faid,  I  give  to  other  hands, 
Thy  wreaths  of  empire  arc  Francelia's  bands  ^ 
Aly  darling  fon,  and  mofl  diftinguifli'd  care. 
For  thee  this  double  portion  I  prepare. 
Thou,  glorious  thou,  Francelia's  chains  fhalt  wear 
And  from  this  early  moment  to  thy  grave 
Be  greater  far  than  kings,  for  thou'rt  Francelia's  Have. 


.} 


ON  SEEING  MR.  DRYDEN'S  PICTURE*, 

AT    SIR     GODFREY     K  KELLER'S, 

DRAWN  WITH  THE  BAYS  IN  HIS  HAND. 

BY  MR.   BUCKEREDGEf,  1700. 

■"T^TAY,  furc  'tis  he  !  the  living  colours  move, 
J"^    And  flrikc  our  fouls  with  wonder  and  with  love  ! 
Jias  his  fofc  lyre  diffolv'd  Death's  fatal  chain. 
And  given  our  Orpheus  to  the  world  again  ? 

Such 

■"^  A  fine  engraving  from  this  pi(fliire  wss  prefixed  to 
«  Luftus  Brltannicl,  or  the  Tears  of  the  Britilh  Mufes, 
"  for  the  Death  of  John  Dryden  efq;  late  Poet  Laureat  to 
*'  their  Majcfties  K.  Charles  and  K,  James  the  fecond. 
**  Written  by  ih<i  moft  eminent   hands    in   the   two  famouj 

"  Univerfities, 
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■"Such  is  thy  art,  great  Kneller,  as  relieves 
'His  mourning  friends,  and  into  joy  deceix'cs. 
They  who  beneath  the  heaviefl  lorrow  bend, 
'Who  grieve  not  for  the  Poet,  but  the  Friend, 
When  they  behokl  tliis. piece,  their  tears  rcftrain. 
And  doubt  a  while  if  they  lament  in  vain. 
•  So  thofe  whom  Fate  deftroys,  thy  hand  can  fave, 
And  lengthen  out  a  life  beyond  the  grave. 
Oh  !  do  thou  place  on  Dryden's  learned  brow 
The  facred  Bays  ;  for  none  dare  envy  now. 
Thus  He  to  future  ages  Hiall  be  fhown. 
Immortal  in  Thy  Works,  as  in  His  Own. 

*<  Univerfities,  and  by  feveral  others.  1700."  folio.  —  From 
this  portrait,  the  frontifpiece  to  my  firft  volume  was  copied 
by  Mr.  B afire.     N. 

f  Bainbrigg  Buckeredge,  efq;  a  gentleman  bred  at  Ox^ 
ford,  was  defigned  for  the  ftudy  of  phyfic;  but  his  genius 
leading  him  to  painting,  he  early  in  life  travelled  into  Hol- 
land and  other  countries,  where  he  made  great  progrefs  in 
that  curious  art,  which  was  afterwards  his  principal  amufe- 
ment  in  rural  retirement.  In  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne 
he  had  feme  employment  under  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
with  whom  he  was  always  a  favourite.  He  Vras  author  of 
feveral  little  poems;  wrote  feveral  of  the  lives  in  the  "  Eng" 
<'  lilh  School  of  Painters,"  annexed  to  Mr.  Savage's   tranfla- 

».tion  of  "  Du  Pile's  Hiftory  of  Painting;"  and  tranflated   a 

■  novel  from  the  SpaniJh  of  Cervantes,     N. 


ON 
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ON      BUCKINGHAM-HOUSE^ 

IN    ST.    James's    park. 

BY      MR.      B   U   C   K    E  R   E   D   G   E.     1704, 
<^  —  Seu  condis  amablle  carmen, 
«  Prima  feres  ederse  vidtricis  prDemia" —  Hor. 

TT^AR  in  that  glade,  where  the  delighted  fight 

Beholds  the  eveoing  part  with  glimmering  light. 
Where  fragrant  limes  in  pleafing  villas  join, 
And  different  trees  to  make  one  fhade  combine ; 
There  now  does  Buckingham  his  palace  found, 
Which  gilded  fpires  and  diltant  hills  furround  ; 
The  pile  feems  lais'd  as  from  inchanted  ground. 
High  in  its  front  Corinthian  columns  ftand. 
Crown'd  with  the  glories  of  their  native  land; 
■  And  flately  Corridores,  on  every  fide, 
Expand  their  wings,  and  meet  the  coming  tide. 
The  filver  Thames  through  fecret  caverns  flray?, 
To  him  the  tril)Ute  of  his  frreams  he  pavs, 
And  prompts  the  watery  kind  to  liflcn  to  his  lays 
So  fond  Alpheus,  hid  from  human  eyes. 
To  feek  the  lov'd  Sicanian  fountain  files. 
Harmonious  birds  fliall  all  their  notes  employ. 
To  entertain  his  intervals  of  joy. 
While  the  plum'd  race  a  numerous  flight  prepare. 
To  people  the  dominions  of  the  air. 
The  fiery  Barbs  here,  wandering,  wifh  no  more 
For  Africk's  wilds,  nor  its  dry  fultry  ihore. 
Within  thefe  lawns  fecure,  the  timorous  deer 
Forget  their  nature,  and  o'ercome  their  fear. 
*  Now  called  The  Queen's  Palace.     N. 

H<r 
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Her  choiceft  beauties  here  the  earth  difplays, 
The  lover's  myrtle,  and  the  vi6lor's  bays. 
Fountains  and  flowers  fill  each  delightful  fpace, 
While  thofc  refrefli,  and  thefe  perfume  the  place. 
In  gardens  thus  of  old  the  Druids  fvvay'd, 
Their  oracies  as  laws  from  groves  obey'd. 
The  myfteries  of  ftate  were  handled  there. 
And  to  fuperior  powers  men  made  their  prayer. 
Villicrs,  with  wit  and  humour  alfo  bkft, 
Sublimely  foaring,  plac'd  on  high  his  reftj 
At  once  a  palace*  and  an  eagles  neft. 
Tlais'd,  where  he  might  anticipate  the  day, 
And  at  his  feet  behold  the  royal  ftandard  f  play. 
This  greater  genius,  more  judicious  born, 
Does  both  a  city  and  a  court  adorn. 
In  humble  plains  when  he  his  ftation  takes, 
He  foon  thofe  plains  equal  to  Ida  makes. 
The  walls  within  great  Titian's  labours  fills, 
And  Rubens'  draughts  adorn,  and  Raphael's  ikill. 
The  bold  Bourgonion  (hews  in  bloody  field 
How  all  to  Roman  art  and  valour  yield ; 
Corregio  does  harlh  Perugino  grace, 
By  fam'd  Van  Dyk  with  wondrous  charms  a  face. 
And  Julio  rang'd  with  the  Carracci's  race. 
The  Grecian  Venus  of  a  modeft  mould, 
Pan  and  the  Rural  (^^ods  theie  gaidcns  hold. 
And  wile  Apollo  who  thtfe  works  conrroi'd. 
Let  Pallas  on  thefe  battlements  have  place. 
And  Jufhce  next ;  let  Plenty  Peace  embrace. 

*  Cliveden  Houfc  above  Wiudfor.     B. 
f  WiiKlfor-Caillc.     B. 

Vol.  V.  M  Here 
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Here  royal  ruins  *,  and  thofe  heights  we  fpy, 
Where  Senates  fit,  and  mighty  Tudors  lie. 
Oh  !  fay  not  when  the  Stuart's  name  fhall  ceafe. 
Left  England  lofe  at  once  its  Queen  and  Peace ! 

Around  where'er  we  calt  our  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Such  glittering  views  and  verdant  profpefts  rife. 
Such  fylvan  fcenes  and  fumptuous  domes  appear. 
Such  gardens  grace  the  earth,  fuch  fpires  the  air; 
That  {he  to  Heaven  who  Samos  once  preferr'd. 
Thus  to  have  chofe,  fucccfofuUy  had  err'd. 

Under  this  roof  ParnalTus'  Ions  fhall  meet, 
And  everv  Science  all  her  Sifters  greet. 
The  lofty  race  whom  numbers  Ihall  infpire, 
"With  thofe  whofe  eafier  art  can  touch  the  lyre ; 
And  all  in  concert  join  to  make  one  mighty  choi 
Ev'n  while  1  fpeak  of  Sheffield's  great  defer:, 
I  feel  ambition  kindling  in  my  heart, 
To  fix  a  name  of  juft  renown  like  hisj 
A  mark  above  the  reach  of  calumnies ; 
At  vi'hich  th'.  invidious  world  in  vain  fiiall  aim, 
But  hurt  no  more  his  fafety,  than  his  fame. 
Whofe  flowing  fortune,  with  deep  knowledge  joined. 
Fill,  but  not  fwell,  his  comprehenfive  mind  j 
In  which  the  Mufes'  various  gifts  appear, 
The  mild  and  tuneful,  with  the  mofl  fevere. 
Taught  by  the   Delian  God  how  Nature  fprings,        ") 
The  flow  of  words  and  properties  of  things  ;  > 

To  prize  what  Virgil,  or  what  Homer  fings  f.  ) 

*  York  Houfe,  purchafcd  from  Wolfey  by  Henry  VIII.  in 
1530,  and  confumed  by  fire  in  1697.     N. 
•j-  In  his  Grace's  Eflay  on  Poetry.       B. 

Him- 
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Himfelf  is  what  we  in  this  fabrick  find, 

Palladio  with  the  firm  Bramante  Join'd  * 

The  Mufes'  friends  from  bondage  he  (hall  free, 

While  he  refirains  Poetic  Liberty, 

By  his  bed  rules  and  his  example  taught 

Gladly  to  lofe  that  freedom  which  they  fought. 

Such  are  his  numbers,  fuch  his  lofty  fong, 

No  fenfe  fo  clear  and  juft,  no  lines  fo  flrong. 

Others  in  vain  may  infpiration  boafl, 

While  he  rewards  and  loves  the  Mufes  mofl. 

The  Tyrant's  rage  his  counfels  fhall  withftand, 

And  wrefl:  th'  oppreflive  fceptre  from  his  hand, 

Divide  thofe  crowns  which  would  together  grow. 

And  guide  his  Sovereign's  arm  to  give  the  glorious  blow. 

While  Juftice  reigns,  and  Right  fupports  a  caufe. 

Fate  muft  be  hers,  and  make  her  di£lates  laws. 

To  her  th'  Iberian  Chief  his  vows  fhall  bring, 

And  ftyle  her  Emprefs,  while  flie  makes  him  King. 

What  worthy  hand  for  her  can  trophies  raife  ? 

Who  but  himfelf  can  well  rcfound  her  praife  ? 

While  flie  her  mind  employs  in  nobler  things. 

And  feels  more  folid  joys  than  empire  brings. 

Fain  would  my  feeble  IMufe,  with  daring  wing, 
His  dawning  glories  and  fuccelles  fing. 
Tell  the  fair  progrcfs  of  his  early  days. 
In  which  he  wore  the  Garter,  and  the  Bays  ; 
Much  did  great  Charles's  love  his  mind  inflame. 
Much  Albion  f  mov'd  him,  and  the  voice  of  fame, 

*  Two  ArchltCffls  ;   one  chiefly   confiiked  Ornament,  the 
other  Strength,  in  Building.     B. 

f  He  comniandecl  a  great  fhlp  under  the  duke  of  York.     B. 
M  z  When 
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When  Britain's  King  no  greater  Monarch  favv, 
And  with  his  navy  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
He  may  with  boldnefs  to  great  works  proceed, 
Without  that  aid  which  weaker  judgements  need. 
Tn  his  dehgns,  through  every  plan  and  page, 
He  ihames  the  laft,  to  teach  the  coming  age. 
Greece  flill  her  Pericles  Olyrnpius  calls, 
For  fabricka  rai:'d  to  gra^te  Mint-iva's  walls : 
Anne's  happier  influence  (hall  protc61:  this  bower, 
Within  the  circle  of  her  guardian  power. 
Be  his  the  care  with  gentle  hand  to  guide 
'Twixt  abje£t  fears  and  avbitrary  pride  ; 
Such  vvas  Maecenas  w-ien  Augullus  reign'd. 
Such  labours  watchful  Richelieu  once  fuflain'd  j 
Both  did  Pol'tenefs,  both  did  Power  advance, 
Th?.t  gave  to  Rome  new  glories,  this  to  Fiance. 

Much  more  my  verfe  might  furnifh  in  his  praife, 
Who  fuch  a  Temple*,  fuch  a  Houft,  could  raife  ; 
Mav  force  nor  fa6lioa  e'er  his  mind  moleft, 
Nor  break  the  facred  quiet  of  his  breaft  1 
His  cairn  receffes  let  him  ftill  improve, 
To  court  the  Graces  and  propitious  Love, 
That^ail  his  Houfchold  Gods  f  may  joy  to  fee 
Himfelf  firft  bleft,  and  then  his  progeny. 
Till  Britain's  Queen  no  more  can  raife  his  flate, 
ISIor  Poets  fancy  him  more  fortunate  ! 

*  "  The  Temj>}e  of  Death,"  a  poem  by  the  Duke  of  Buc* 
king>»am;   Englilh  Poets,  vol.  XXV.  p.  ii.     N. 

f  "Sic  fui  lEtanrur  Lares"  was  infcribed  by  the  Duke  on 
the  front  of  this  elegant  buUding.  and  remained  thereuntil  the 
iigures  of  the  Lares  were  removed  a  very  few  years  ago.     N. 

TO 
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TO  SIGNIOR   ANTONIO  VERRIO*, 

AT  HAMPTON  COURT,  BY  MR.  BUCKEREDGE. 

ON  THE  GRANT  OF  WOODSTOCK  PARK,  iScc. 

TO  THE  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH,  1 7C4. 

"O  Enown'd  in  arms  when  mighty  Heroes  rife, 
Til'  immonal  Mufe  in  lafting  numbers  tries 

To  future  ages  to  tranfuiit  their  fame, 

And  give  them,  after  death,  a  living  name. 

The  fields  of  blifs  below,  the  fhady  grove, 

Were  the  reward  of  all  their  toils  above; 

The  Mantuan  Swain  has  fili'd  the  folemn  place 

With  the  wreath'd  worthies  of  his  Roman  race  ; 

While  greater  Marlborough  difdains  to  wait. 

Mature  for  Fame,  the  ilovv  approach  of  Fate, 
But  reaps  that  glorious  harveft  whilfl  he  lives. 

Which  Time  to  all  his  ancient  Heroes  gives. 
Elvfian  fhades  Hiall  now  no  more  be  fougiit. 
The  gay  creation  of  tiiu  Port's  thought ; 
The  royal  gift  difp'ays  a  nobler  view, 
No  felgn'd  Elyfium  can  exceed  the  true. 
Woodilock  her  lov'd  Piantagenet  no  more 
Laments,  when  Marlborough  fhali  her  (late  reftore; 
She  for  whom  Chaucer's  tuneful  lyre  was  ilrung. 
And  VVilmot's  Mufe  in  fofrer  trardport  fung, 
From  lonely  bowers  her  lofty  head  fhall  rear. 
And  chearful,  like  her  conquering  Lord,  appear. 
Through  her  cool  giadcs,  on  cvti y  verdant  plain, 
Kteinai  Plenty,  Peace,  and  Pleai'ure  reign  : 

^  See  an  account  of  Verrio  in  Mr.  Walpole's   Anecdotes, 
vol.  III.  p.  34.     R. 

M  3  High 
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High  on  her  walls,  Imperial  Eagles  tell, 

By  bolder  hands  how  fierce  Bavarians  fell ; 

Here  we  behold,  bv  Verrio's  pencil  wrought. 

The  numerous  fpoils  from  Swabian  conquefls  brought ; 

How  o'er  th'  oppofing  Schellenoerg  he  run, 

Which  none  before  but  great  Gullavus  won. 

Here,  camps  atTaulted,  and  a  city  fkorm'd ; 

Tliere,  on  expandedj^lains,  the  battle  form'd; 

Through  feas  of  blood  the  fiery  courfers  fly. 

And  rapid  Hicams  and  thundering  brafs  defy^ 

V/lii!e  echoing  cliifs  and  fylvan  heights  around 

With  groans  and  (houts  aliernately  rcfound. 

Surrendering  fquadrons  with  their  lilies  torn. 

And  haughty  chiefs  before  his  prowefs  born  ; 

In  exile  One,  and  One  beneath  his  chain, 

Strive  for  a  Crown  and  Liberty  in  vain. 

Gild  his  victorious  car,  bold  Artift  j  draw 
Albion  rejoicing,  and  the  World  in  awe ; 
Paint  in  full  fplendor  all  his  a6ts,  that  claim 
Triumphant  laurels  and  immortal  fame. 
Make  him  Gaul's  glittering  flowers  in  homage  yield,     ' 
To  fix  them  fafter  in  Britannia's  fliield  ; 
Let  Audria's  facred  branch  in  flate  defcend. 
To  view  the  Vi6lor,  and  applaud  the  Friend; 
Let  your  great  genius  on  the  canvafs  fhow. 
How  the  fvv'ft  Rhine,  and  how  the  Danube  flow, 
How  eaftward  this,  in  dreaming  purple  drays, 
How  that,  his  captives  to  our  coads  conveys  j 
How  thus  the  trophies,  he  at  once  has  won, 
Hade  ta  the  rifing  and  the  fetting  fan. 

T  O 
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TO    A    LADY    OF    Q^U  A  L  I  T  Y  *^ 

ON    HER    INTENDED    VOYAGE    INTO    TURKEY. 
BY    MR.     BUCKEREDGEf. 

TXT"  H  Y  Ihould  the  charming  Galatea  Ihun 

The  bleeding  conquefts  that  her  eyes  have  won? 
Oh  !  ftay,  and  give  us  yet  a  gentler  fate  ; 
For  abfence  is  more  cruel  than  your  hate. 
Love  in  thofe  eyes  fo  abfolutely  reigns, 
We  're  flaves  by  choice,  nor  wiih  to  quit  our  chainsj ; 
Vain  of  our  wounds,  and  proud  to  be  undone, 
We  would  not  from  the  glorious  ruin  run. 
Her  charms  the  limit  of  an  ifle  difdain. 
And  fpread  a  powerful  empire  o'er  the  main. 
Sivall  file  to  barbarous  coafls  from  hence  remove, . 
And  melt  their  tyrant  hearts  with  flames  of  love  ? 
To  punifli  haughty  (laves,  that  proudly  dare, 
Triumph  o'er  beauty,  and  infult  the  fair? 
Ev'n  he,  whofe  nod  a  thoufand  beauties  wait, . 
And,  wifhing,  filently  expe£l  their  fate  ; 

*  Lady  Mary  Chambers,  eldeft  daughter  to  the  earl  ot 
Berkeley,  and  fifler  to  lady  Betty  Germaine.  She  had  been 
one  of  the  maids  of  honour  to  Queen  Mary,  a«d  was  mar- 
ried to  Sir  Thomas  Chambers  of  Hanwell,  Middlefcx.     N- 

-j-  Thefe  lines  have  been  improperly  attributed  to  Sir  Wil- 
liam Trumball,  who  went  ambafl'ador  to  Conftantinople;  arid 
as  his  I  have  copied  them  in  a  note  on  the  Supplement  to 
Swift.  They  arc  now  reftored  to  Mr.  Buckercdge  on  the 
authority  of  Jacob,  who  appears  to  have  had  fufficient  foun- 
dation for  what  ho  aflerts  on  this  head.     N. 

M  4  Aw'd 
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Aw'd  by  her  charms,  fhall  a  juft  vengeance  meet^ 
.^nd  lie  a  ilave  defpairing  at  her  feet. 

But  O  !  bright  nymph,  let  not  a  long  return 
Make  wretched  we  your  tedious  abfence  mourn : 
Let  then  the  barberous  nations  foon  reftore 
Fair  Galatea  to  the  Biitifh  fnore: 
Elfe  they  expeft  in  vam  the  war  fhould  ceafe, 
And  England's  Moderator  figns  in  vain  the  peace. 

ON     THE     TOASTING     GLASSES 
OF     THE    KIT-CAT    CLUB*.     1703. 

DUTCHESS    OF    ST.    ALBANS  f.       FY    L.  K- 

'  I  ^  H  E  Saints  above  can  alk,  but  not  beftow; 
This  Saint  can  give  all  happinefs  below. 

LADY  BRIDGEWATER.      BY  MR.  MAYNWARING|. 

All  health  to  her,  in  whofe  bright  form  we  find 
Excefs  of  charms  with  native  meeknefs  join'd  j 
Whofe  tender  beauty,  fafe  in  Virtue's  care, 
Springs  from  a  race  fo  fruitful  of  the  Fair, 
That  all  Antiquitv  can  boafr  no  more; 
For  Venus  and  the  Graces  were  but  Four  jj. 

*  Several  verfes  of  the  fame  fort,  by  Halifax,  Lar.fdownr, 
Addifon,  and  Garth,  are  printed  in  the  Englilh  Poets,  among 
the  works  of  their  refpcftive  authors.  Of  the  Club  itfelf,  fee 
an  account  in  the  Supplement  to  Swift.     N. 

f  Lady  Diana  Vere,  daughter  to  Aubrey  earl  of  Oxford.  N. 

5  Of  whom,  fome  particulars  Ihall  be  given  hereafter.    N. 

}[  Elizabeth,  countefs  of  Bridgewater,  was  the  third  of  the 
daiic  of  Marlborough's  very  beautif;.!  daughters.     N. 

4.  DUTCa- 
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DUTCHESS     OF    BEAUFORT*. 

Empire  the  Daughter  and  the  Sire  divide, 
She  reigns  in  Beauty  fovereign,  he  in  Wit; 

Thus  as  in  blood,  they  are  in  power  ally'd, 
To  him  our  minds,  to  her  our  hearts  fubmir. 
DUTCHESS    OF   BOLTON  f.      BY  DR.  B— 

Flat  contradiftions  wage  in  Bolton  war  ! 

Yet  her  the  Toafters  as  a  goddefs  prize ; 
Her  WhiggiOi  tongue  does  zealouily  declare 

For  freedom,  but  for  flavery  her  eyes. 

MRS.     BARTON  J.      BY    LORD     HALIFAX. 

Stampt  with  her  reigning  charms,  this  flandard-glafs 
Shall  current  through  the  realms  of  Bacchus  pafs ; 
Full  fraught  with  beauty,  fhall  new  flames  impart. 
And  mint  her  fhining  image  on  the  heart, 

MRS.  BARTON. 

Beauty  and  Wit  flrove  each,  in  vain. 
To  vanquilh  Bacchus  and  his  train  ; 

*  Lady  Mary  Sackville,  only  daughter  of  Charles  earl  of 
Dorfet.     N. 

f  Lady  Henrietta  Crofts,  daughter  of  the  duke  of  Mon- 
mouth.    N. 

;};  Catharine,  widow  of  colonel  Barton,  and  niece  to  Sir 
Ifaac  Newton.  After  the  death  of  his  lady,  the  earl  of  Ha- 
lifax felefted  Mrs.  Barton  to  fuperintend  his  domeftic  affairs. 
Being  young,  beautiful,  and  gay,  it  was  not  likely  that  fne 
ihould  efcape  the  cenfure  which  was  undefei-vedly  paffed  on 
her.  But  ihe  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  a  woman  of  drift  ho- 
nour and  virtue  ;  and  the  Earl's  very  high  regard  appears  by 
the  liberal  provifion  he  made  for  her  in  his  wiU.    N. 

But 
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But  Barton,  with  fuccefsful  charms, 
From  both  their  quivers  drew  her  arms  j . 
The  roving  God  his  fway  refigns, 
And  awfully  fubmits  his  vines. - 

MRS.  BARTON. 
At  Barton's  feet  the  Ciod  of  Love 
His  arrows  and  his  quiver  lays. 
Forgets  he  has  a  throne  above. 

And  with  this  lovely  creature  flays. 
Not  Venus'  beauties  are  more  bright. 

But  each  appear  fo  like  the  other, 
That  Cupid  has  miftook  the  riglit, 

And  takes  the  nymph  to  be  his  mother. 
MRS.  BRUDENELL.       BY  MR.  C. 
Look  on  the  loveliefl  tree  that  fhades  the  park. 
And  Brudenell  you  will  find  upon  the  bark  ; 
Look  on  the  faireft  glafs  that  's'  till'd  the  mod:,. 
And  Brudenell  you  will  find  the  faireft  toail*, 
Look  on  her  eyes,  if  you  their  light  can  bear, 
And  Love  himfelf  you  '11  find  fits  toafting  there. 

MRS.  BRUDENELL. 

Imperial  Juno  gather  matchlefs  grace, 
And  Hebe's  youthful  bloom  adorns  her  face  ; 
Bright  as  the  ftar  that  leads  the  heavenly  hbft, 
Brudenell  precedes  the  glory  of  the  toaft. 

MB,S.  CLAVERINE.       BY  MR.   C  — 
Such  beauty,  join'd  with  fuch  haimonious  fkill,- 
Mud  doubly  charui,  then  let  us  doubly  fill. 
If  Mufick  be  Love's  Totn:T,-a3  Lovers  think, 
When  Claverine  's  nam'd,  then  toavUng  is  his  drink. 

2  LADY 
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LADY  CARLISLE  ^ 
Behold  this  Northern  ftar's  aufpicious  light ; 
Our  fainter  beauties  fhine  not  half  (o  bright. 
Form'd  to  attra£t,  yet  certain  to  repel, 
Her  charms  are  blazing,  but  fhe  guards  them  well. 

LADY  CARLISLE. 

She  o'er  all  hearts  and  toafts  muft  reign, 
Whofe  eyes  out-fparkle  bright  champaign  ; 
Or  (when  flie  will  vouchfafe  to  fmile) 
The  brilliant  that  now  writes  Carlifle. 

LADY  CARLISLE. 

Great  as  a  Goddefs,  and  of  form  divine. 
Our  heads  we  bend,  and  all  our  hearts  refign  : 
Like  Heaven,  fiie  rules  with  an  imperial  fway, 
And  teaches  to  adore  and  to  obey. 

LADY  CARLISLE. 

Approach,  ye  mean  coquettes,  and  view  her  well, 
Finifii'd  within,  as  fuits  the  ftately  fhell; 
Smile  on  your  fops,  and  flaves  of  fools  create ; 
But,  if  you  '11  conquer  men,  like  her  be  fair  and  great* 

MRS.  COLLIER.    BY  MR.  MAYNWARING. 

N^  wonder  Scots  our  kingdom  would  invade, 
Since  we  have  ftol'n  from  thence  this  lovely  maid  ; 
Troy's  myflic  tales  a  prophecy  appear 
Of  wars  predeftin'd  to  be  fought  for  her  ; 
And  all  thofe  charms,  the  Grecian  Poets  give 
Their  fancy'd  Helen,  in  this  beauty  live. 

MRS.  DUNCH.       BY  DR.  B — 

O  Dunch  !  if  fewer  with  thy  charms  are  fir'd. 
Than  when  by  Godfrey's  name  thou  waft  admir'd, 

•  Anne,  only  furviving  daughter  of  Arthur  earl  of  ElTex.  N. 

Tis 
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'T;    net  that  mc:-r?e  makes  thee  feem  lefs  fair. 
But  taen  v.'e  hop'c!    .    d  now  we  muft  defpair, 

;i;^S.  DUNCH. 
Fair  Du'  th's  eyes  fuch  radiant  glances  dart. 

As  warm  the  coldeft  bolom  'vith  defire : 
Thofe  he2 v;;niy  orbs  muft  needs  atrraft  the  heart, 

Where  CiiUxchili's  f-.vectncts  fotVens  Godfrey's  fire. 

MRS.   P.  DASHWOOD. 

Fair  as  the  bliilhing  grape  Ihe  ftands, 
Excites  our  hopes,  f.nd  rfirspts  cur  hands  j 
Bloffoms  and  frui:  together  meet, 
As  Autumn  r^pt,  ar.d  April  fweet. 

M-.3.  DIGBY.       BY   MR.  C — 

Whv  laughs  ti.a  win^;,  with  which  this  glafs  is  crown'd  ? 
Why  leaps  n;/  hea-t,  to  hear  this  health  go  round  ? 
Digby  warms  both  with  fym pathetic  fires  ; 
Her  name  the  glafs,  her  form  my  heart  infpires. 

.MRS.  DIGBY. 

Ko  wonder  Ladies  that  a:  court  appear, 

And  in  front-boxes  fparkle  all  the  year. 

Are  chcfen  toafts!  'twas  Digby's  matchlefs  frame 

That,  Cst'ar  like,  but  favv  and  overcame. 

LADY  H-  CODOLPHIN.    BY   MR.  MAYNWARING. 

Godolphin's*  eafy  and  unpraftis'd  air 
Gains  without  art,  and  governs  without  care. 
Her  conqering  race  with  various  face  furprize  ; 
Who  'fcape  their  arms,  are  captives  to  her  eyes. 

MRS.  GUY30NS.      BYDR.B — 
Could  Grecian  mnfterG  from  the  IhaJes  return, 
To  copy  Guybons,  'twould  advance  their  art  ; 

*  Henrietta,  cldcft  daughter  of  the  duke  of  Marlborough.  N. 

Thcir's 
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Their's  never  made  but  one  with  pafTion  burn. 
And  this  Belle  Venus  conquers  every  heart. 

LADY  HARPER. 

In  Harper  all  the  Loves  and  Graces  flnne, 
Gay  as  our  mirth,  and  fparkling  as  our  wine. 
Here  's  to  the  Fair — Were  poifon  in  the  cup. 
Might  fhc  be  blefs'd,  thus  would  I  drink  it  up. 

MRS.  DI.  KIRK.      BY  MR.  C — 

Fair-written  name,  but  deeper  in  my  heart  j 
A  diamond  cannot  cut  like  Cupid's  dart. 
Quickly  the  cordial  of  her  health  apply; 
For  when  1  ceafe  to  tcaft  bright  Kirk,  I  die. 

MRS.  DI.  KIRK. 

So  many  charms  Di.  Kirk  furround, 

'Tis  pity  Ihe  's  unkind  ; 
Her  conquering  eyes,  not  feeing,  wound. 

As  Love  darts  home,  though  blind. 

>1RS.  LONG  *.     BY  THE  LORD  WHARTON. 

Fill  the  giafs ;  let  hautboys  found, 
Whilft  bright  Longy's  health  goes  round  : 
With  eternal  beauty  bleft. 
Ever  blooming,  flill  the  beft  ; 
Drink  your  glafs,  and  think  the  reft. 

MRS.  NICHOLAS.    BY  DR.  B 

Unrival'd  Nicholas,  whofe  vi61:orious  eyes 
Love  for  a  place  of  arms  with  darts  fupply'd, 

*  Anne,  filler  to  Sir  James  Long,  and  the  intimate  ac- 
quaintance of  Mrs.  Bartojo.  They  arc  both  frequently  men- 
tioned by  Swift,  in  his  Journal  to  Stella.  Mrs.  Long  was 
obliged,  by  pecuniary  diftrefs,  to  retire  from  the  world  ;  and 
died  at  Lynn,  Dec.  zz,  171 1.  Seethe  Supplement  to  Swift.  N. 

Does 
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Does  on  the  Toafters  like  fair  Phoebe  rife, 

To  rule  their  wines,  and  paffion's  mighty  tide. 

LADT  ORRERY*.      BY  MR.  M  AY  NWARING. 

Phoebus,  from  whom  this  Fair  her  wit  derives. 
No  toaft  beholds,  though  round  the  world  he  drives, 
That  charms  fo  much,  or  has  fuch  conqueft  won. 
As  this  bright  daughter  of  his  darling  fon. 

LADY  ORRERY. 

Here  clofe  the  lift,  here  end  the  female  ftrife  ; 
^iew  here  the  dawn  of  heaven,  and  joys  of  life. 
Nature,  to  warm  the  world  into  defire. 
Makes  Dorfct's  charms  in  her  fofc  fex  confpire, 
-His  youthful  form,  and  his  immortal  hre. 

LADY  RANELAGH. 

The  God  of  Love,  aided  by  Cecil's  charms. 
Upon  his  rival  Bacchus  turns  his  arms  ; 
When  her  idea  govern'd  in  the  heart, 
Ev'n  wine  encrejfes,  which  fhould  cure  the  fmart. 

DUTCHESS   OF   RICHMOND  f.    BY  L.  CARBERRY  *. 
Richmond  has  charms  that  continue  our  claim. 
To  lay  hold  of  the  toaft  that  belongs  to  the  name.  ' 

MRS.  STANHOPE. 

Soon  as  one  Phoenix  fought  her  kindred  fkies, 
A  brighter  rofe,  and  bleft  our  wondering  eyes  ; 
Then  in  a  chearful  bowl  dilfolve  your  cares. 
Since,  faft  as  Heaven  deprives,  the  Court  repairs. 

•  Mary,  daughter  to  Richard  earl  of  Dorfet,  and  wife  to 
Eoger  the  fecond  earl  or'  Orrery.     ^. 

f  Anne,  daughter  of  Sir  William  Pultcr.ey.     N. 

*  Sec  vol.  HI.  p«  1 06,  where  he  is  called  lord  Vaughan.  N". 

LADr 
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LADY     SUNDERLAND'S  *    PICTURE, 
9f^tb  thcje  ivords  uvdery  "  —  Ab  una  dlfce  omnes.** 
■Learn  by  this  portrait,  how  the  Kit-cats  toafi:; 
How  charming  thbfe  can  fuch-like  features  boaft. 
From  Nature's  hand  this  vaft  profudon  came, 
And  with  as  bright  a  foul  inform'd  the  frame. 
She  with  no  haughty  airs  her  triumphs  views  5 
So  her  great  Father  looks,  when  countries  he  fabdues. 

MRS.  TEMPEST. 
If  perfect:  joys  from  perfe6l  beauty  rife. 
View  Tempeft's  fhape,  her  motions,  and  her  eyes  s 
Undoubted  Queen  of  Love,  but  Honour's  fiavc, 
Vv^hilfl:  thoufands  languiili,  Ihe  but  one  can  favq, 

MRS.    TEMPEST. 
Venus,  contending  for  the  golden  ball, 
Us'd  Helen's  charms  to  bribe  her  judge  withal: 
Had  Ihe  been  blefs'd  with  Temper's  brighter  eyes, 
Unborrow'd  beauty  would  have  gain'd  the  prize. 

MRS.  VERNON. 

London,  no  mere  thy  trade  or  riches  boaft. 
Within  thy  walls  there  lives  the  brighteft  toaft. 
Who  lays  no  bait  to  pleafe,  pr  flrives  to  kill. 
Or,  wanting  nature,  does  fupply  by  Ikill. 
Her  air,  her  mien,  fuch  darts  are  in  her  eyes, 
Vv'ho  looks  on  Vernon,  loves,  adores,  and  dies. 

LADY    WHARTON  f. 

You  Rakes,  who  midnight  judges  fit 

Of  Wine,  of  Beauty,  and  of  Wit, 

For  Mercury  and  Cupid's  fake 

Two  bumpers  to  fair  Wharton  take  ; 
*•  Anne,  fecond  daughter  to  the  duke  of  Marlborough.  N. 
•j-  Lady  Lucy;  of  whom,  fee  above,  p.  10.     N. 

For 
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For  in  that  graceful  charming  fhell 
The  Gods  of  Wit  and  Pleafure  dwell. 


o 


NYMPHIDIA.     THE  COURT  OF  FAYRIE 
BY      MICHAEL      DRAYTON*,      ESQ. 

|LD  Chaucer  doth  of  Topas  tell, 
Mad  Rabelais  of  Pantagruell, 
A  latter  third  of  Dowfabell. 

With  fuch  poor  trifles  playing  : 
Others  the  like  have  labour'd  at, 
Some  of  this  thing,  and  fome  of  that, 
And  many  of  tliey  know  not  what, 

But  that  they  mufl  be  faying. 
Anotlier  fort  there  be,  that  will 
Be  talking  of  the  Fayries  ftill, 
"Nor  never  can  they  have  their  fill. 

As  they  were  wedded  to  them  ; 
Ko  tales  of  them  their  thirfl  can  flake. 
So  much  delight  therein  they  take, 
And  fome  lirange  thing  they  fain  would  makc^ 

Knew  they  the  way  to  do  them. 
Then  nnce  no  Mufe  hath  been  fo  bold. 
Or  of  the  later,  or  the  old, 
Thofe  elvifli  fecrets  to  unfold. 

Which  lie  from  others  reading. 
My  aflive  Mufe  to  light  fliall  bring 
The  Court  of  that  proud  Fayrie  King, 
And  tell  there  of  the  Revelling. 
Joan,  profper  my  proceeding. 

*  Of  whojTi;  fee  vol.  I.  p.  258.     N« 

And 
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And  thou,  Nymphidia,  gentle  Fay, 
Which,  meeting  me  upon  the  way, 
Thefe  fecrets  didft  to  me  betray, 

Which  now  I  am  in  telling; 
My  pretty  light  fantaftic  maid, 
I  here  invoke  thee  to  my  aid. 
That  I  may  fpeak  what  thou  haft  faiJ, 

In  numbers  fmoothly  fwelling. 

This  palace  ftandeth  in  the  air, 
By  necromancy  placed  there, 
That  it  no  tempefls  needs  to  fear, 

Which  way  fo  e'er  it  blow  it  ; 
And  fomewhat  fouthward  tow'rd  the  noon, 
Whence  lies  a  way  up  to  the  moon, 
And  thence  the  Fary  can  as  foon 

Pafs  to  the  earth  below  it. 

The  walls  of  fpiders  legs  are  made, 
Well  mortized  and  finely  laid, 
He  was  the  maflcr  of  his  trade 

It  curioufly  that  builded  : 
The  windows  of  the  eyes  of  cats, 
And  for  the  roof,  inflead  of  flats. 
Is  cover'd  with  the  fls.ins  of  bats. 

That  are  with  moon-fhine  gilded. 

Hence  Oberon  him  fport  to  make 
(Their  reft  when  weary  mortals  take). 
And  none  but  only  Faries  wake, 
Dcfcendeth  for  his  plcafure. 

Vol.  V.  N  And 
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And  Mab  his  mcrrv  queen  by  night 
Beftrides  young  folks  that  lie  upright, 
(In  elder  times  tlie  mare  that  higlit) 
Which  plag'J.cs  tliem  our  of  ineafure. 

Hence  fhadcvs,  feeming  idle  Ihapcs, 

Of  Httle  frificing  eU-es  and  apes, 

To  earth  do  make  their  wanton  fcapcs. 

As  hope  of  pa  111  me  liafres  tliem  : 
Which  maids  think  on  the  hearth  they  fee. 
When  fires  well  near  confumed  be, 
There  dancing  havs  by  two  and  three, 

Juit  as  ilieirfancv  carts  tliem. 

Tiiefe  make  our  girls  their  flattery  rue, 
Bv  pinching  them  both  black  and  blue,,- 
And  put  a  pertny  in  their  flioe, 

The  houfc  for  cleanly  fweeping  : 
And  in  their  courfes  make  that  round, 
.In  meadows,  and  in  marihes  found, 
Of  them  fo  cslTd  the  Fary  ground. 

Of  which  they  havx  the  keeping. 

Thcfe  Vv'hen  a  child  haps  to  be  goc^ 
Which  after  proves  an  idiot. 
When  folk  perceives  it  thrivcth  not. 

The  fault  therein  to  fmother, 
Some  fiiiv  doating  brainlefs  calf. 
That  unc!>n  funds  things  by  tiie  half, 
Says  that  tlic  Fary  left  his  oaf, 

And  rook  awav  the  other. 


But 
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But  Jlften,  and  [  fiiall  you  tell, 

A  chance  in  Fary  that  bef^rll, 

Which  certainly  may  pleafe  feme  well; 

In  love  and  arms  delighting  : 
Of  Ol^eron,  that  jealous  grew 
Of  one  of  his  own  Fary  crew. 
Too  well  (he  fear'd)  his  Qjjecn  that  knew. 

His  love  but  ill  rcr^uiting. 

Pigwiggen  was  this  Fary  Knight, 

One  wondrous  gracious  in  the  Tight 

Of  fair  Queei)  Mai?,  wliicii  day  and  right 

Ke  amoroufly  obfcrvcd  ; 
Which  made  King  Oberon  fufpe^;; 
His  fervics  rooic  too  good  effect, 
His  faucinefs  he  often  check'd, 

And  could  have  wifli'd  him  ftarvcd. 

Pigv/iggen  gladlv  would  comnienJ, 
Some  token  to  Qu^een  Mab  to  feiKi, 
If  fea,  or,  land,  him  aught  could  lend. 

Were  worthy  of  her  wearing; 
At  length  this  lover  doth  devife 
A  bracelet,  made  of  emrr.et's  eves, 
A  thing  he  thought  that  ihc  would  n.ir.e^ 

No  whit  her  ftate  impaiiing. 

And  to  the  Queen  a  letter  writes, 
W'hicli  he  moll  cuiioudy  endites, 
Coniu:i;r.^  her,  bv  all  the  rites 
Of  Lt/>c.   Ihc  Vv-ould  be  plcaled 


iS9        MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

To  meet  him,  her  true  fervant,  where 
They  might,  without  fufpeft  or  fear, 
Themfelves  to  one  another  clear, 
And  have  their  poor  hearts  eafed. 

At  midnight  the  appointed  hour, 
And  for  the  Queen  a  fitting  hower, 
(Quoth  he)  is  that  fair  cowflip  flower, 

On  Hipcut  hill  that  gvoweth; 
In  all  your  train  there's  not  a  Fay, 
That  ever  went  to  jjarher  May, 
But  (he  hath  made  it  in  her  wav. 

The  tallefi:  there  that  knoweth. 

When  by  Tom  Thumb,  a  Fary  page. 
He  fent  it,  and  doth  him  engage, 
Bv  promife  of  a  mighty  wage, 

It  fecretly  to  carry  : 
Which  done,  the  Queen  her  maids  doth  call. 
And  bids  them  to  be  ready  all, 
She  would  go  fee  her  fummer  hall, 

She  could  no  longer  tarry. 

Her  chariot  ready  ftraight  is  made. 
Each  thing  therein  is  fitting  laid. 
That  ihe  by  nothing  might  be  ftaid. 

For  naught  mull:  her  be  letting. 
Four  nimble  gnats  the  horfes  were. 
Their  harnelTes  of  goflamere. 
Fly  Cranion  her  charioteer, 

Upon  the  coach-box.  getting. 

Her 
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Her  chariot  of  a  fnail's  fine  Ihell, 
Which  for  the  colours  did  cxcell : 
The  fair  Queen  Mab  becoming  well, 

So  lively  was  the  limning  : 
The  feat  the  fofc  wool  of  the  bee  ; 
The  cover  (gallantly  to  fee) 
The  wing  of  a  pied  butterflee, 

I  trow  'twas  fimple  trimming. 

The  wheels  compos'd  of  cricket's  bones. 
And  daintily  made  for  the  nonce, 
For  fear  of  rattling  on  the  ftones, 

With  thiftle  down  they  (hod  it  ; 
For  all  her  maidens  much  did  fear. 
If  Oberon  had  chanc'd  to  hear 
That  Mab  his  Qu_een  fhould  have  been  there. 

He  would  not  have  aboad  it. 

She  mounts  her  chariot  in  a  trice, 
Nor  would  fhe  (lay  for  no  advice. 
Until  her  maids  that  were  fo  nice 

To  wait  on  her  were  fitted, 
But  ran  herfelf  away  alone  ; 
Which  when  they  heard,  there  was  not  one 
But  hafred  after  to  be  gone, 

As  flie  had  been  difvvitted. 

Hop,  and  Mop,  and  Drop  fo  clear, 
Pip,  and  Trip,  and  Skip,  that  were 
To  Mab  their  Sovereign  ever  dear;. 
Her  fpecial  maids  of  honour  : 

M  3  Fib, 
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Fib,  and  Tib,  and  Pinck,  and  Pin, 
Tick,  and  Quick,  and  Jill,  and  Jin> 
Tit,  and  Nit,  and  Wap,  and  Win, 
The  train,  that  wait  upon  her. 

Upon  a  grafliOpper  thcv  got, 

And  what  with  anibk,  and  with  trot. 

For  hedge  nor  ditch  they  fpared  not. 

But  after  her  they  hie  them. 
A  cobweb  over  them  they  throw. 
To  fhield  the  wind  if  it  fliouki  blow, 
Themfelves  they  wifely  could  beftow,  . 

Left  any  fiiould  efpy  them. 

Put  let  us  leave  Queen  Mab  awhile, 
Through  many  a  gate,  o'er  many  a  {liie,.  . 
That  now  has  gotten  by  this  wile, 

Kcr  dear  Pigwiggen  kifTing  ; 
And  tell  how  Oberon  doth  fare, 
Who  grew  as  mad  as  any  hare. 
When  he  had  fought  each  place  with  caie. 

And  found  his  Queen  was  milling. 

Py  grifly  P^'J^o  he  doth  fwear. 

He  rent  his  cloaths,  and  tore  his  hair. 

And  as  he  runneth  here  and  there, 

An  acorn  cup  he  greetcth  ; 
Which  foon  he  taketh  by  the  ftalk, 
About  his  head  he  lets  it  walk, 
Nor  doth  he  any  creature  baulk, 

But  lavs  on  all  he  meeteth. 


Ti 
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The  Tufcan  Poet*  doth  advance 
The  frantic  Palatine  of  France  ; 
And  thofe  more  ancient  do  enhance 

Alcidcs  in  his  fury  ; 
And  others  Ajax  Telamon  : 
But  to  this  time  there  hath  been  none 
So  Bedlam  as  our  Oberon, 

Of  which  I  dare  alTure  you. 

And  firfi:  encountering  with  a  wafp. 

He  in  his  arms  the  fly  doth  clalp, 

As  though  his  breach  he  forth  would  grafj\. 

Him  for  Pigwiggen  tal/mg  : 
Where  is  my  wife,  thou  rogue,  quoth  he, 
Pigwiggen,  Ihe  is  come  to  thee, 
Reftore  her,  or  thou  dy'ft  by  me: 

Whereat  the  poor  wafp,  quaking, 

Cries,  Oberon  !  great  Fary  King, 
Content  thee,  1  am  no  fuch  thing,. 
I  am  a  wafp,  behold  my  fting  : 

At  which  the  Fary  ftartsd  : 
Wl\en  foon  away  the  wafp  doth  go, 
Poor  wretch  was  never  frighted  iu, 
He  thought  his  v.-ings  were  much  too  flov;-,". 

O'erjov'd,  they  fo  were  parted. 

He  next  upon  a  giow^-worm  hght, 
(You  muft  fuppofc  it  now  was  niglit,) 
Which,  for  her  hinder  parr  wzii  brigh:, 
He  took  to  be  a  devil ; 
*  Taflo. 
N-4:  And 
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And  furioufly  cloth  her  atTail 
For  carrying  fire  in  her  tail, 
He  thrafht  her  rough  coat  with  his  flail, 
The  mad  King  fear'd  no  evil. 

A  new  adventure  him  betides. 
He  met  an  ant  which  he  beflrides. 
And  poft  thereon  away  he  rides. 

Which  with  his  hafte  doth  flumble  ; 
And  came  full  over  on  her  fnout, 
Her  heels  fo  threw  the  dirt  about, 
For  fhe  by  no  means  could  get  out. 

But  over  him  doth  tumble. 

And  falling  down  into  a  lake 
Which  him  up  to  the  neck  doth  take. 
His  fury  fomewhat  it  doth  flake, 

He  calleth  for  a  ferry  ; 
Where  you  may  fome  recovery  note, 
What  '?vas  his  clul),  he  made  his  boat, 
And  in  bis  oaken  cup  doth  float. 

As  fafe  as  in  a  wherry. 

Scarce  fet  on  fhore,  but  therewithal 
He  meeteth  Puck,  which  moll:  men  call 
Hobgoblin,  and  on  him  doth  fall. 

With  words  from  frenzy  fpoken ; 
Hob,  hoh!  ouoth  Hob,  God  lave  thy  grace. 
Who  drefl  thee  in  this  piteous  cafe  ? 
He  thus  that  fpoil'd  my  Sovereign's  face, 

I  would  his  neck  were  broken. 


This 
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This  Puck  feems  but  a  dreaming  dolt, 
Still  walking  like  a  ragged  colt, 
And  oft  out  of  a  bufli  doth  bolt, 

Of  purpofe  to  deceive  us  ; 
And,  leading  us,  makes  us  to  ftray 
Long  winter's  nights  out  of  the  way. 
And  when  we  flick  in  mire  and  clay 

Hob  doth  with  laughter  leave  us. 

Dear  Puck  (quoth  he)  my  wife  is  gone  * 
As  e'er  thou  lov'fl:  King  Oberon, 
Let  every  thing  but  this  alone, 

With  vengeance  and  purfue  her  j 
Bring  her  to  me  alive  or  dead, 
Or  that  vile  thief,  Pigwiggen's  head. 
That  villain  hath  denl'd  ray  bed, 

He  to  this  folly  drew  her. 

Quoth  Puck,  My  liege  I  '11  never  lin, 
But  I  will  thorough  thick  and  thin, 
Untill  at  length  I  bring  her  in, 

My  dearefl  Lord  ne'er  doubt  it ; 
Thorough  brake,  and  thorough  brier. 
Thorough  muck,  and  thorough  mire, 
Thorough  water,  thorough  fire. 

And  thus  goes  Puck  about  it. 

This  thing  Nymphidia  over-heard, 
That  on  this  mad  King  had  a  guard. 
Not  doubting  of  a  great  reward. 
For  firfl  this  bufincfs  broaching; 

And 
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And  through  the  air  away  doth  go. 
Swift  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow. 
To  let  her  Sovereign  Mab  to  know 
What  peril  was  approaching. 

The  Queen,  bound  with  Love's  powerful'ft  charm, 

Sate  with  Pigwiggen  arm  in  arm, 

Her  merry  maids  that  thought  no  harm 

About  the  room  were  fkipping  : 
A  humble-bee,  their  rainftre],  play'd  . 
Upon  his  hautboy:   every  maid 
Fit  for  this  revels  was  array'd. 

The  horn-pipe  neatly  tripping. 

In  comes  Nymphidia,  and  doth  cry,  . 
My  fovereign,  for  your  fafety  fly. 
For  there  is  danger  but  too  nigh, 

I  pofted  to  forewarn  you  : 
The  King  hath  fent  Hobgoblin  our. 
To  feek  you  all  the  fields  about, 
And  of  your  iafety  you  may  doubt,  , 

If  he  but  once  difcern  you. 

When  like  an  uproar  in  a  town. 
Before  tiiem  every  thing  went  down,. 
Some  tore  a  ruff,  and  fome  a  gown, 

'Gainfl  one  another  juflling  : 
They  flew  about  hkc  cliaff  i'  th'  wind. 
For  hafte  fome  left,  their  maiks  behind  : 
Some  could  not  ilay  their  gloves  to  flnd^ 

Tlierc  never  v/as  fuch  bu filing. 

7  Fortli. 
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Fbrth  ran  they  by  a  fecret  way, 
Into  a  brake  that  near  them  lay  ; 
Yet  much  they  doubted  there  to  flay. 

Left  Hob  fliould  hap  to  find  them  : 
He  had  a  fliarp  and  piercing  fight, 
All  one  to  him  the  day  and  night, 
And  therefore  was  rcfolv'd  by  flight 

To  leave  this  place  behind  them. 

At  length  one  chanc'd  to  find  a  nut. 
In  the  end  of  which  a  hole  was  cut, 
"Which  lay  upon  a  hazel-root, 

There  fcatter'd  by  a  iquirrel  r 
Which  out  the  kernel  gotten  had  ; 
When  quoth  this  Fay,  Dear  Queen,  be  glad,« 
Let  Oberon  be  ne'er  fo  mad, 

I'll  fet  you  fafe  from  peril. 

Come  all  into  this  nut  (quoth  Ihe)  : 
Come  clofely  in,  be  rul'd  by  me, 
Each  one  may  here  a  choofer  be, 

For  room  you  need  not  wraltle. 
Nor  need  you  be  together  heapt : 
bo  one  by  one  therein  they  crept. 
And  lying  down  they  foundly  flepr. 

And  fafe  as  in  a  caftle. 

Nymphidia,  that  this  wile  doth  watch, 
Pcrceiv'd,  if  Puck  the  Queen  Hiould  catch,  . 
That  he  fhould  be  her  over-match, 
Of  which  fhe  well  bethought  her  j  . 

Found 
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Found  it  mufi  be  fome'powerful  charm, 
The  Queen  againft  him  that  muft  arm. 
Or  furely  he  would  do  her  harm, 
For  throughly  he  had  fought  her. 

And  liflening  if  fhe  aught  could  hear, 
That  her  might  hinder,  or  might  fear : 
But  finding  ftill  the  coafi:  was  clear. 

Nor  creature  had  defcry'd  her; 
Each  circumftance  and  having  fcan'd. 
She  came  therebv  to  underfland^ 
Puck  would  be  with  them  out  of  hand, 

When  to  her  charms  fhe  hied  her. 

And  firll  her  fern-feed  doth  beflow. 

The  kernel  of  the  mifTeltoe  : 

And  here  and  there  as  Puck  fliould  go, 

With  terror  to  affright  him, 
She  night-fhade  flrews  to  work  him  ill, - 
Therewith  her  vervain  and  her  dill, 
That  hindereth  witches  of  their  will. 

Of  purpofs  to  defpite  him. 

Then  fprinkles  flie  the  juice  of  rue. 
That  groweth  underneath  the  yewj 
With  nine  drops  of  the  midnight  dew^ 

From  Lunary  diftilling : 
The  molewarp's  brain  mixt  therewitlial, 
And  with  the  fame  the  pifmiie's  gall, 
For  fhe  in  nothing  fhort  would  fall. 

The  Fayrie  was  fo  willing. 
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Then  thrice  under  a  briar  doth  creep. 
Which  at  both  ends  was  rooted  deep, 
And  over  it  three  times  doth  leap; 

Her  magic  much  availing  : 
Then  on  Prefer  pin  a  doth  call. 
And  fo  upon  her  fpell  doth  fall, 
Which  here  to  \^ou  repeat  I  fliallj 

Not  in  one  tittle  failing. 
*•  By  the  croaking  of  the  frog. 
By  the  howling  of  the  dog, 
;By  the  crying  of  the  hog, 

Againft  the  ftorm  arifing  : 
By  the  evening  curfew-bell. 
By  the  doleful  dying  knell, 

0  let  this  my  direful  fpell. 
Hob,  hinder  thy  furprizing. 

"  By  the  mandrake's  dreadful  groans. 
By  the  lubrican's  fad  moans, 
By  the  noife  of  dead  mens'  bones 

In  charncl-houfes  rattling : 
By  the  hifTing  of  the  fnake, 
The  ruilling  of  the  fire-drake, 

1  charge  thee,  thou  this  place  forfake. 

Nor  of  Queen  Mab  be  prattling. 

"  By  the  whirlwind's  hollow  found,. 
By  the  thunder's  dreadful  flound, 
Yells  of  fpirits  under  ground, 
I  charge  thee  not  to  fear  us : 

By 
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By  the  fcreecli-owl's  difmal  note, 
By  the  black  night-raven's  throat, 
I  charge  thee,  Hob,  to  tear  thy  coat 
With  thorns,  if  thou  come  near  us." 

Her  fpell  thus  fpoke,  fhe  ftept  afidc, 
-And  in  a  chink  herfelf  doth  hide. 
To  fee  thereof  what  would  betide, 

For  fhe  doth  only  mind  him  : 
When  prefently  Ihe  Puck  efpics, 
And  well  fne  mark'd  his  gloating  eyes, 
How  under  every  leaf  he  pries. 

In  feeking  ftill  to  lind  them. 

But,  once  tlic  circle  got  within, 
The  charms  to  work  do  ftraight  begin, 
-And  he  v/zs  caught  as  in  a  gin; 

For  as  he  tlius  was  bufy, 
.  A  pain  he  in  his  head-piece  feels, 
Againft  a  ftubbed  tree  he  reels. 
And  up  went  poor  Hobgoblin's  heeh, 
Alas,  his  brain  was  dizzy. 

-At  length  upon  his  feet  he  gets, 
-Hol)goblin  fumes.  Hobgoblin  frets, 
And  as  again  he  forM'ard  fets. 

And  through  the  buflies  fcramblcs ; 
A  ftump  doth  trip  him  in  his  pace, 
-Down  comes  poor  Hob  upon  his  iace, 
-And  lamentably  tore  his  cafe 

Amongi\  die  briers  and  brambles. 


A  plague 
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A  plague  upon  Queen  Mub,  quoto.  he, 
And  all  i^r  msi  's,  v.'hare-e'er  they  be  ! 
I  think  the  Devil  guided  mc, 

To  feck  her  fo  provok^-d  : 
Where,  (lumbling  at  a  piece  of  wood. 
He  fell  into  a  ditvh  o(  iiiuc, 
Where  to  t\\c  very  chii'.  he  fiood> 

In  danger  to  l)e  choaked. 

Now  u'orfe  than  e'er  he  v/?^  '^^fore, 

Poor  Puck  doth  yell,  poor  Puck  doth  roar  j 

That  v,'ak'd  Queen  Mab,  who  doubted  fore 

Some  trcafon  had  been  wrought  her: 
Until  Nymphidia  told  the  Queen 
What  fhe  had  done,  whar  five  had  feen, 
Who  then. had  v.-ell-near  crack'd  her  fpleea 

With  very  extreme  laughter. 

But  leave  we  Hob  ro  clamber  out; 
Qaeen  Mab  and  all  her  Fayric  rout : 
And  come  again  to  have  a  bout 

With  Oberon  yet  madding  : 
And  with  Pigwiggen  now  diftrought. 
Who  much  was  troubled  in  his  thought. 
That  he  fo  long  the  Queen  had  fought. 

And  through  the  fields  was  gadding. 

And  as  he  runs,  he  (lill  doth  cry, 
■*<  King  Oberon,  I  thee  defy. 
And  dare  thee  here  in  arms  to  try^, 
For  my  dear  lady's  honour:: 


For 
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For  that  flie  is  a  Queen  right  good, 
In  whofe  defence  I  '11  fhed  my  blood. 
And  that  thou  in  this  jealous  mood 
Hall  lay'd  this  llander  on  her." 

And  quickly  arms  him  for  the  field, 
A  little  cockle-fhell  his  Ihield, 
Which  he  could  very  bravely  wield, 

Yet  could  it  not  be  pierced  : 
His  fpear  abent,  both  ftifF  and  ftrong. 
And  well  near  of  two  inches  long  : 
The  pile  was  of  a  horfe-fly's  tongue, 

Whofe  fliarpnefs  nought  reverfed. 

And  puts  him  on  a  coat  of  mail. 
Which  was  made  of  a  fifh's  fcale, 
That  when  hh  foe  fhould  him  alTail, 

Ko  point  fliould  be  prevailing  ; 
His  rapier  was  a  hornet's  fting, 
It  was  a  very  dangerous  thing. 
For  if  he  chanc'd  to  hurt  the  King, 

It  would  be  long  in  healing. 

His  helmet  was  a  beetle's  head, 
Mofl  horrible  and  full  of  dread, 
That  was  able  to  ftrike  one  dead. 

Yet  did  it  well  become  him  : 
And  for  a  plume,  a  horfe's  hair, 
Which  being  toiled  with  the  air. 
Had  force  to  ftrike  his  foe  with  fear, 

And  turn  his  weapon  from  him. 


Himfelf 
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Himfelf  he  on  an  earwig  fet. 

Yet  fcarce  he  on  his  back  could  get, 

So  oft  and  high  he  did  curvet, 

Ere  he  himfelf  could  fettle  : 
He  made  him  turn,  and  Hop,  and  bound, 
To  gallop,  and  to  troc  the  round ; 
He  fcarce  could  fland  on  any  ground, 

He  was  fo  full  of  mettle. 

When  foon  he  met  with  Tomalin, 
One  that  a  valiant  Knight  had  been, 
And  to  King  Oberon  of  kin  ; 

Quoth  he,  "  Thou  manly  Fayric, 
Tell  Oberon  1  come  prepar'd. 
Then  bid  him  ftand  upon  his  guard  ; 
This  hand  his  bafencfs  fhall  reward. 

Let  him  be  ne'er  lb  wary. 

Say  to  him  thus,  that  I  defy 
His  {landers  and  his  infamy. 
And  as  a  mortal  enemy 

Do  publickly  proclaim  him  ; 
Withal,  that  if  I  had  mine  own. 
He  Ihould  not  wear  tlie  Fayrie  crown, 
But  with  a  vengeance  fliould  come  down, 

Nor  we  a  King  fliould  name  him." 

This  Tomalin  could  not  abide. 
To  hear  his  Sovereign  vilify 'd, 
But  to  the  Fayrie  court  him  hy'd  ; 
Full  furioufly  he  pofted, 
Vol.  V.  O  Whk 
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With  every  thing  Pigwiggen  faid  j 
How  title  to  the  crown  he  laid, 
And  in  what  arms  he  was  array'd, 
And  how  himfelf  he  boafled. 

'Twixt  head  and  foot,  fiom  point  to  point, 
He  told  the  arming  of  each  joint, 
In  every  piece  how  neat  and  quaint, 

For  TosnaUn  could  do  it  : 
How  fair  he  fate,  how  fure  he  rid. 
As  of  the  courfet  hq  beftrid. 
How  manag'd,  and  how  well  he  did ; 

The  King  he  liften'd  to  i:. 

Quoth  he,  "  Go,  Tomalin,  with  fpeed 
Provide  me  arms,  provide  my  fteed, 
And  every  thing  that  I  fhall  need, 

By  thee  I  will  be  guided  : 
To  ftraight  account  call  thou  thy  wit. 
See  there  be  wanting  not  a  whit, 
In  every  thing  fee  thou  me  fit, 

Jufi:  as  my  foe  's  provided." 

Soon  flew  this  news  through  Fayrie  land, 
Which  gave  Queen  Mab  to  underftand 
The  combat  that  was  then  in  hand, 

Betwixt  thofe  Fairies  mighty  : 
Which  greatly  Ihe  began  to  rue. 
Perceiving  that  all  Fayrie  knew 
The  firft  occafion  from  her  grew. 

Of  ihicfe  aifair*  fo  weighty. 

Wherefore, 
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Wherefore,  atrended  with  her  maids, 

Through  fogs,  and  mifis,  and  damps,  (he  wades, 

To  Proferpine  the  Queen  of  fhades, 

To  treat,  that  it  would  pleafe  her 
The  caufe  into  her  hands  to  take. 
For  ancient  love  and  friendfliip's  fake, 
And  foon  thereof  an  end  to  make, 

Which  of  much  care  would  eafe  her- 

A  while  there  let  we  Mab  alone  ; 
And  come  we  to  King  Oberon, 
Who  arm'd  to  meet  his  foe  is  gone, 

For  proud  Figwiggen  crying  ; 
Who  fought  the  Fayrie  King  as  fa  ft. 
And  had  fo  well  his  journeys  cad. 
That  he  arrived  at  the  lafl. 

His  puilTant  foe  efpying. 

Stout  Tomalin  came  with  the  King, 
Tom  Thumb  doth  on  Pigwiggen  bring, 
They  perfeft  were  in  every  thing 

To  fjogle  fights  belonging  : 
And  therefore  they  themfelves  engage, 
To  fee  them  exercife  their  rage. 
With  fair  anti  comely  e(|ulpagc, 

Not  one  the  other  wronging. 

So  like  in  arms  thcfe  champions  were, 
As  they  had  been  a  very  pair. 
So  that  a  man  would  almod  fwear, 
Hiat  cither  had  beeii  e'uher  : 

O  z  Their 
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Their  furious  deeds  began  to  neigh, 
That  they  were  heard  a  mighty  way, 
Their  ftaves  upon  their  refls  they  lay  ; 
Yet,  ere  they  flew  together. 

Their  feconds  minifter  an  oath, 
Which  was  indifferent  to  them  both, 
That,  on  their  knightly  faith  and  troth. 

No  magick  them  fupplied  ; 
And  fought  them  that  tliey  had  no  charms. 
Wherewith  to  work  each  other's  harms. 
But  came  with  fimple  open  arms. 

To  have  their  caufes  tried. 

Together  furioufly  thay  ran, 

That  to  the  ground  came  horfe  and  man. 

The  blood  out  of  their  helmets  fpan, 

So  Iharp  weie  their  encounters  : 
And  though  they  to  the  earth  were  thrown. 
Yet  quickly  they  regain'd  their  own. 
Such  nimblenefs  was  never  fhewn  ; 

They  were  two  gallant  mounters. 

When  in  a  fecond  courfe  again 

They  forward  cane  with  might  and  main, 

Yet  which  had  better  of  the  twain. 

The  feconds  could  not  judge  yet ; 
Their  fliields  were  into  pieces  cleft. 
Their  hehxiets  from  their  heads  were  reft, 
And  to  defend  them  nothing  left : 

Thefe  champions  would  not  budge  yet. 

Awiiy 
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Away  from  them  their  flaves  they  threw. 
Their  cruel  fwords  they  quickly  drew. 
And  frefhly  they  the  fight  renew  j 

They  every  ftroke  redoubled  : 
Which  made  Proferpina  take  heed, 
And  make  to  them  the  greater  fpeed, 
For  fear  left  they  too  much  Ihould  bleed, 

Which  wondroully  her  troubled. 

When  to  th'  infernal  Styx  fhe  goes,    . 
She  takes  the  fogs  from  thence  that  rofe, 
And  in  a  bag  doth  them  inclofe  ; 

When  well  fhe  had  them  blended, 
She  hies  her  then  to  Lethe  fpring, 
A  bottle  and  thereof  doth  bring, 
Wherewith  (he  meant  to  work  the  thing, 

Which  only  flie  intended. 

Now  Proferpine  with  Mab  is  gone   . 
Unto  the  place  where  Oberon 
And  proud  Pigwiggen,  one  to  one, 

Both  to  be  {lain  were  likely  : 
And  there  taenifelves  tliey  clofely  hide^ 
Becaufe  they  would  not  be  efpy'd, 
For  Proferpine  meant  to  decide 

The  matter  very  quickly. 

And  fuddenly  unties  the  poke, 
Which  out  of  it  fent  fuch  a  fmoke 
As  ready  was  them  all  to  choke, 
So  grievous  was  the  pother : 

O  3  Sft 
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So  that  the  Knights  each  other  lofb. 
And  flood  as  ftill  as  any  poft, 
Tom  Thumb  nor  Tonialin  could  boaft 
Themfelves  of  any  other. 

But  when  the  mifl  'gan  Tomewhat  ceafe, 

Proferpina  commandeth  peace. 

And  that  a  while  they  fliould  releafe 

Each  other  of  their  peril : 
**  Which  here,  quoth  fhe,  I  do  proclains 
To  all,  in  dreadful  Pluto's  name, 
That,  as  ye  will  eichew  his  blame. 

You  let  me  hear  the  quarrel. 

But  here  yourfelves  you  muft  engage, 
Somewhat  to  cool  your  fpleeni(h  rage. 
Your  grievous  thirft  and  to  aliuage. 

That  firfl  you  drink  this  liquor ; 
Which  fhall  your  underftanding  clear, 
As  plainly  fliall  to  you  appear  j 
Thofe  things  from  me  that  you  fhall  hear. 

Conceiving  much  the  quicker." 

This  Lethe  water,  you  muft  know. 

The  memory  deftroyeth  fo, 

That  of  our  weal,  and  of  our  woe. 

It  all  remembrance  blotted  : 
Of  it  nor  can  you  ever  think. 
For  they  no  fooner  took  this  drink. 
But  nought  into  their  brains  could  fink 

Of  what  had  them  befotted. 

King 
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King  Obtron  forgotten  had, 

That  he  for  jealoufy  ran  nvHl, 

But  of  his  Queen  was  wondrous  gladj 

And  afk'd  how  they  came  thither  ; 
Pigwiggen  hkewife  doth  fwget 
That  he  Queen  Mab  had  ever  liiet^ 
Or  that  they  were  fo  hard  belct, 

When  they  were  found  together. 

Nor  neither  of  them  both  had  tliouglu, 
That  e'er  tliey  had  each  other  fought; 
Much  lefs  that  they  a  combat  fought, 

But  fuch  a  dream  were  loathing  : 
Tom  Thumb  had  got  a  little  fup, 
And  Tomalin  fcarce  kifs'd  the  cup, 
Yet  had  their  brains  fo  fure  lockt-up. 

That  they  remember'd  nothing. 

Queen  Mab  and  her  light  maids  the  while, 
Amongfl:  themfelves  do  clofely  fmiic. 
To  fee  the  King  caught  with  this  wile. 

With  one  another  -efling  : 
And  to  the  Fayrie  court  they  went, 
With  mickle  joy  and  merriment. 
Which  thing  was  done  with  good  intent, 

And  thus  I  left  them  fcafling. 


O  4  THE 
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THE     CLUEST     OF     CYNTHIA. 

BY     MICHAEL     DRAYTON, 

TTT  HAT  time  the  groves  were  clad  in  green, 
^  ^     The  fields  dreft  all  in  flowers, 
And  that  the  fleek-hair'd  nymphs  were  feen. 
To  feek  them  fummer  bovvers  j 

Forth  rov'd  I  by  the  Aiding  rills 

To  find  where  Cynthia  fat, 
Whofe  name  fo  often  from  the  hills 

The  Echos  wondered  at. 

When  me  upon  my  quell  to  bring. 

That  pleafure  might  excel. 
The  birds  ftrove  v.hich  Ihould  fweetliefl  fing. 

The  flowers  which  fliould  fweetefl:  fmell. 

Long  wandering  in  the  woods,  faid  I, 

Oh,  whither  's  Cynthia  gone  ? 
When  foon  the  Echo  doth  reply 

To  my  lad  word.  Go  on. 

At  lengtti  upon  a  lofty  fir, 

It  was  my  chance  to  find. 
Where  that  dear  name  mod  due  to  her 

Was  carv'd  upon  the  rind. 

'^^■'hich  whilft  with  wonder  I  beheld, 

The  bees  their  honey  brought. 
And  up  the  carved  letters  fiU'd, 

As  they  with  gold  were  wrouglit. 

Aisd 
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And  near  that  tree's  more  fpacious  root, 

Then  looking  on  the  ground, 
The  (hape  of  her  mod  dainty  foot 

Inaprinted  there  I  found. 

Which  ftuck  there  like  a  curious  feal. 

As  though  it  fhould  forbid 
Us,  wretched  mortals,  to  reveal 

What  under  it  was  hid. 

Befides,  the  flowers  which  it  had  prefs'd. 

Appeared  to  my  view 
More  frefti  and  lovely  than  the  reft. 

That  in  the  meadows  grew. 

The  clear  drops  in  the  fteps  that  flood, 

Of  that  delicious  girl, 
The  nymphs  amongft  their  dainty  food 

Drank,  for  diflblved  pearl. 

The  yielding  fand  where  fhe  had  trod,, 

Untouch'd  yet  with  the  wind. 
By  tiie  fair  pbflure  plainly  fhew'd 

Where  I  might  Cynthia  find. 

When  on  upon  my  waylefs  walk. 

As  my  deines  me  draw, 
I  like  a  madman  fell  to  talk 

With  every  thing  I  faw. 

I  aik'd  fome  lilies,  why  fo  white 

They  from  their  fellows  were ; 
Who  anfwer'd  me,  that  •*  Cynthia's  fight 

Had  made  them  look  fo  clear." 

I  ?A'd 
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I  aik'd  a  ncxlding  violet,  why 

It  facily  hung  the  head  j 
It  told  me,  «  Cynthia  late  pafs'd  by. 

Too  foon  from  it  Ihe  fled." 

A  bed  of  rofes  faw  I  there, 
Bewitching  with  their  grace  : 

Befides,  fo  wondrous  fweet  they  wefe, 
That  they  perfum'd  the  place, 

I  of  a  fhrub  of  thofe  enquir'd. 

From  others  of  that  kind, 
Who  with  fuch  virtue  them  infpir'd, 

It  anfwer'd  (to  my  mind), 

*'  As  the  bafe  hemlock  were  we  fuch, 
The  poifon'dft  weed  that  grows, 

Till  Cynthia,  by  her  god-like  touch, 
Transform'd  us  to  the  rofe: 

Since  wl-ren  thofe  frofts  that  winter  brings, 

Which  candy  every  green, 
Renew  us  like  the  teeming  fprings, 

And  we  thus  freih  are  ken." 

At  length  I  on  a  fountain  light, 

Whofe  brim  with  pinks  was  platted  ; 

The  bank  with  daffadillies  dight. 
With  grafs  like  Heave  was  matted. 

When  I  demanded  of  that  well, 
What  power  frequented  there ; 

Defiring  it  would  pleafe  to  tell 
What  name  it  us'd  to  bear. 
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It  rokl  me,  "  it  was  Cynthia's  own, 

Within  whofe  chearful  brims 
That  curious  nymph  had  oft  been  known 

To  bathe  her  fnowy  Hmbs. 

Since  when  that  water  had  the  power 

Loft  maidt  n-heads  to  reftore. 
And  make  one  twenty  in  an  hour. 

Of  iEfon's  age  before  :'* 

And  told  me,  "  that  the  bottom  clear. 

Now  laid  with  many  a  fee 
Of  feed-pearl,  ere  (he  bath'd  her  there. 

Was  known  as  black  as  jtt." 

When  chance  me  to  an  arbor  led. 

Whereas  I  might  behold 
Two  bleft  Elyfiums  in  one  fled. 

The  lefs  the  great  enfold. 

The  place  which  (he  had  chofcn  out, 

Herfelf  in  to  repofe: 
Had  they  come  down,  the  Gods  no  doubt 

The  very  fame  had  chofe. 

The  wealthy  Spring  yet  never  bore 

That  fweet,  nor  dainty  flower, 
That  damalk'd  not  the  chequer'd  floor 

Of  Cynthia's  fummer  bower. 

The  birch,  the  myrtle,  and  the  bay. 

Like  friends  did  all  embrace  ; 
And  their  large  branches  did  difplay, 

To  canopy  the  place. 

X  Where 
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Where  {he  like  Venus  doth  appear. 

Upon  a  rofy  bed ; 
As  lilies  the  foft  pillows  were, 

Whereon  fhe  laid  her  head. 

Heaven  on  her  (hape  fuch  cofl:  beHow'd, 
And  with  fuch  bounties  bleft: : 

No  limb  of  hers  but  might  have  made 
A  Goddefs  at  the  leaf!. 

The  flies  by  chance  mefht  in  her  hair, 
By  the  bright  radiance  thrown 

From  her  clear  eyes,  rich  jewels  were. 
They  fo  like  diamonds  fhone. 

The  meaneft  weed  the  foil  there  bare. 

Her  breath  did  fo  rehne, 
That  it  with  woodbine  durll  compare, 

And  beard  the  eglantine. 

Tlie  dew  which  on  the  tender  grafs 

The  evening  had  diftill'd, 
To  pure  rofe-water  turned  was, 

The  fhades  with  fweets  that  fill'd. 

The  winds  were  hufh'd,  no  leaf  fo  fmall 

At  all  was  feen  to  i^ir : 
Whilil:,  tuning  to  tlie  water's  fall, 

The  fmall  birds  fang  to  her, 

Where  Hie  too  quickly  me  cfpics. 

When  I  might  plainly  fee 
A  thoufand  Cupids  from  her  ej'es 

Shoot  all  at  once  at  me. 


Into 
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^'  Into  thefe  fecret  fhades,  cried  Ihe, 

How  dar'ft  thou  be  (o  bold 
To  enter,  confecrate  to  me, 

Or  touch  this  hallow'd  mold  ? 

Thofe  words,  Ihe  faid,  I  can  pronounce 

Which  to  that  fhape  can  bring 
Thee,  which  the  hunter  had  who  once 

Saw  Dian  in  the  fpring." 

**  Bright  nymph,  again  I  thus  reply, 

This  cannot  me  affright : 
I  had  rather  in  thy  prefence  die. 

Than  live  out  of  thy  fight. 

I  firft  upon  the  mountains  high 

Built  altars  to  thy  name  ; 
And  grav'd  it  on  the  rocks  thereby, 

To  propagate  thy  fame. 

I  taught  the  fhepherds  on  the  downs, 

Of  thee  to  frame  their  lays  r 
Twas  I  that  fill'd  the  neighbouring  towns 

With  ditties  of  thy  praife. 

Thy  colours  I  devis'd>^with  care, 

Which  were  unknown  before  ; 
Which  fince  that,  in  their  braided  hair. 

The  Nymphs  and  Sylvans  wore. 

Transform  me  to  what  fhape  you  can, 

I  pafs  not  what  it  be  : 
Yea  what  moft  hateful  13  to  man. 

So  I  may  follow  thee/' 

Which 
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Which  when  fhe  heard,  full  pearly  floods 

I  in  her  eyes  might  view  ; 
Qaoth  Ihe,  •*  Moft  welcome  to  thefe  woods, 

Too  mean  for  onr  fo  true. 

Here  from  the  hateful  world  we  '11  live» 

A  den  of  mere  defpight ; 
To  idiots  only  that  doth  give, 

Which  be  her  fole  delight. 

To  people  the  infernal  pit, 

That  more  and  more  doth  ftrive, 

\Vherc  only  villainy  is  wit, 
And  Devils  only  thiive. 

Whofe  vilenefs  us  fhall  never  awe : 

But  here  our  fpoits  fhall  be. 
Such  as  the  golden  world  tiril:  faw, 

Moft  innocent  and  free. 

Of  fimples  In  thefc  groves  that  grow. 
We  '11  learn  the  perfjtl  llciil  ; 

The  nature  of  each  herb  to  know, 
Wjiich  cures,  and  vshich  can  kill. 

The  waxen  palace  of  the  bee 

We  ieeking  will  furprize. 
The  curious  workraanihip  to  fee, 

Of  her  full-laden  thighs. 
We  'II  fuck  the  fweets^out  of  the  comb, 

And  make  the  Gods  repine  : 
As  they  do  feaft  in  Jove's  ijreat  room. 

To  fee  with  what  we  dme. 


Yet 
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Yet  when  there  haps  a  honey-fall. 

We  '11  lick  the  (yrupt  leaves  : 
And  tell  the  hees  that  theits  is  gall. 

To  this  upon  the  greaves. 

The  nimble  fquirrel  noting  here. 

Her  moiiy  dray  that  makes. 
And  laugh  to  fee  the  lufly  deer 

Come  bounding  o'er  the  brakes; 

The  fpider's  web  to  watch  we  'II  fland, 

And  when  it  takes  the  bee, 
We  '11  help  out  of  the  tyrant's  hand 

The  innocent  to  fre€. 

Sometime  we  '11  angle  at  the  brook, 

The  freckled  trout  to  take, 
With  fjlken  worms,  and  bait  the  hook. 

Which  him  our  prey  fhall  make. 

Of  meddling  with  fuch  fubtle  tools,, 

Such  dangers  that  enclofe. 
The  moral  is,  that  painted  fools 

Are  caught  with  filken  lliows. 

And  when  the  moon  doth  once  appear. 

We  '11  trace  the  lower  grounds. 
When  Fairies  in  their  ringlets  there 

Do  dance  their  nightly  roumls':, 

And  have  a  flock  of  turtle-doves, 

A  guard  on  us  to  keep, 
As  witncfs  of  our  honeft  loves. 

To  watcli  u^  till  we  deep." 

Which 
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Which  fpoke,  I  felt  fuch  holy  fires 

To  overfpread  my  breaft, 
As  lent  life  to  my  chafte  defires. 

And  gave  me  endlefs  reft. 

By  Cynthia  thus  do  I  fubfift, 
On  Earth  Heaven's  only  pride  j 

Let  her  be  mine,  and  let  who  lift 
Take  all  the  world  beftde. 


TO         A        LADY, 

WHO    ASK'D,    "WHAT    IS    LOVE?" 

T   O  V  E  'S  no  irregular  defire, 
•^"^    No  fudden  ftart  of  raging  pain, 
Which  in  a  moment  grows  a  fire, 
And  in  a  moment  cools  again. 

Not  found  in  the  fad  Sonnetteer, 

Who  fings  of  darts,  defpair,  and  chains, 

And  by  whofe  fenfelefs  verfe  'tis  clear, 
He  wants  not  only  heart,  but  brains. 

Nor  is  it  centred  in  the  Beau, 

Who  fighs  by  rule,  in  order  dies, 
Whofe  all  confifts  in  outward  fhew, 

And  want  of  wit  by  drefs  fupplies. 

No,  Love  is  fomething  fo  divine, 
Defcription  would  but  make  it  lefsj 

*Tis  what  I  know,  but  can't  define, 
'Tis  what  I  feel,  but  can't  exprefs. 

4  NERE- 
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NEREIDES:    OR,    SEA-ECLOGUES. 
BY     MR.    JOHN     DIAPER*,     1712. 

*'  Venus  orta  mari. 
"  Sic,  fie  juvat  Ire  Tub  ijndas." 

TO      MR.      CONGREVE. 

A  S  Merchants,  wliofe  funk  trade  and  ebbing  -ftocks 
"*"       Fear  every  ilornn,  and  dread  the  lurking  rocks. 
Above  its  real  worth  their  bark  enfure, 
1  hen  carelefs  hug  themfelves,  and  fleep  fecure. 

They 

*  Of  the  life  of  this  ingenious  poet,  but  few  particulars 
are  known.  He  was  bred  at  Baliol  College,  Oxford;  and 
by  pubhihing  the  Eclogues  here  re-printed  obtained  the  pa- 
tronage of  Swift,  who  thus  defcribes  the  author  and  his  poem : 
**  Here  is  a  young  fellow  has  writ  fome  fca-eclogues,  poems 
of  mermen,  refembling  paftorals  of  Ihepherds ;  and  they 
are  very  pretty,  and  the  thought  is  new.  Mermen  are  he- 
mcrmaids  Tritons,  natives  of  the  fea.  —  His  name  is  Diaper. 
1  mull:  do  fcmething  for  him,  and  get  him  out  of  the  way. 
I  hate  to  have  any  new  witb  rife;  yet  when  ihey  do  rife,  I 
would  encoui age  them;  but  they  tread  on  our  heels,  and 
thruft  us  off  the  ftage."  Journal  to  Stella,  March  12,  lyii-ii. 
<'  The  author  of  the  Sea-Eclogues  fent  books  to  the  Society 
yefterday,  and  we  gave  him  guineas  apiece;  and  may  do  fur- 
ther for  him."  lb.  March  2,1.  On  the  23d  of  December  Mr. 
Diaper  prefented  to  Lord  Bolingbroke  a  new  philofophical  po- 
em, "The  Dryades,  or  the  Nymph's  Prophecy,'"  (re-printed  in 
Poetical  Calendar,  vol.  IX.  p.  17.)  *'  which,  fays  Swift,  is  a 
verv  good  one;  and  I  am  to  give  him  a  10m   ol   money  from 

Vol.  V.  P  my 
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They  hear  of  wrecks,  and  fear  no  inward  pain. 

But  feeming  lolTes  bring  a  real  gain. 

-So,  would  your  fmiles  protecl  the  fearful  Mufe, 

The  vulgar  praife  I  would  with  fcorn  refufe. 

By  you  approv'd,  condemn'd  by  all  befide, 

I  'd  court  mv  fate,  and  fwell  with  carelefs  pride. 

Since  novel  treats  our  modern  gufts  purfue, 

I  hop'd  at  le'aft  to  pleafe  by  fomething  new. 

The  Mufe  long  fought  the  woods  and  moiTy  caves, 

Defpis'd  the  feas,  and  fear'd  the  rolling  waves, 

The  flowery  meadows  and  the  whifpering  trees 

Have  oft  been  fung,  and  will  hereafter  pleafe. 

mv  Lord  :  and  I  have  contrived  to  make  aParfon  of  him,  for 
he  is  half  one  already,  being  in  Deacon's  orders,  and  fervesa 
fmallcure  in  the  country;  but  has  a  fword  at  his  tail  here  in 
town.  It  is  a  poor  little  ihort  wretch,  but  will  do  beft  in  a 
gown,  and  we  will  make  Lord  Keeper  give  him  a  living."  Two 
months  after  this,  Swift  kindly  vilited  him  "  in  a  nafty  gar~ 
ret,  very  lick  ;  and  gave  him  twenty  guineas  from  Lord  Bo- 
lingbroke."  Unfortunately  for  the  poor  poet,  his  friends  loft 
their  power  before  they  had  an  opportunity  of  providing  for 
him ;  and  he  died  a  country  curate,  in  1717,  in  the  29th  year 
of  his  age.  Befides  the  "  Nereides"  and  *'  Dryades,"  he  pub- 
lifhed  an  imitation  of  an  Ode  of  Horace,  which  is  printed  in 
•  the  Supplement  to  Swift ;  aflifted  Mr.  Rowe  in  the  tranfla- 
tion  of  Quillet's  <'  Callipaedia,"  of  which  the  firft  half  of 
Book  IV.  is  by  Mr.  Diaper;  and  left  behind  him  in  MS. 
atranflationof  the  three  firft  books  of  Oppian's  Halieutics, 
which  were  printed  by  fubfcription,  in  8vo.  1722,  with  the  re- 
mainder of  the  work  executed  by  Mr,  Jones,  who  was  like- 
V/ife  of  Baliol  College.     N. 

Cool 
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TO    MR.    C  O  N  G  R  E  V  E. 

Cool  fhad}'-  grots,  and  gently  rifing  hills, 
And  the  fofc  murmurs  of  complaining  rills. 
In  ancient  verle  defcrib'd,  their  fweets  convey, 
And  ftill  fuccecding  Bards  repeat  the  grateful  la3\ 
But  the  vaft  unfeen  manfions  of  the  deep, 
Where  fecret  groves  with  liquid  amber  weep, 
W'here  blulhing  fprigs  of  knotty  coral  fpread 
And  gild  the  azure  with  a  brighter  red. 
Were  ftill  untouch 'd  — 
Befide,  the  Mufe  has  no  env^nom'd  rage, 
No  party-wars  her  innocence  engage. 
Nor  partial  falfehoods  ftain  the  guilty  page. 
She  loves  no  pompous  found,  no  lofty  ftrain, 
Nor  foars  to  fenfe  obfcur^  with  aukward  pain. 
But  would  plain  fongs  in  artlefs  verfe  contrive, 
And,  humbly  modeft,  only  alks  to  dive. 
Joys  free  and  undifturb'd,  and  endlefs  loves. 
The  Triton  feeks,  and  every  Nymph  approves  *. 

But 

*  I  fliall  not  here  repeat  what  JEljan  and  Pliny  among 
the  Antlents,  or  Olaus  Magnus,  Rhannufius,  Alvarez,  and 
other  Moderns,  have  writ  concerning  Sea-animals  in  human 
fhape;  which  probably  gave  occaficn  to  the  Nereids,  Tritons, 
and  Syrens  of  the  Antient  Poets,  and  all  the  numerous  Court 
of  Neptune  and  Tethys.  I  ihall  not  pretend  to  decide  v/he- 
ther  thefe  Marines  have  not  fometimcs  (at  leaft:  as  to  their 
outward  parts)  been  found  with  bodies  proportionable,  and 
iimilar  to  ours;  or  whether  the  Sca-nymph  be  (as  Ihe  ia  ufu- 
aily  pcuiiited)  like  Horace's 

Muliir  foniofa  fup:rni» 

Pi'  '^  Wuh 
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But  fl:iouUl  ihe  harmlefs  pen  have  no  regard,  Vj 

Your  name  (likefacied  fpells  that  charm  when  heard)  -> 
From  blafting  tongues  fecures  the  tender  Bard  ;  j 

The  beauteous  nymphs  to  your  prote6lion  throng, 
And  beg  you  would  not  fcorn  the  humble  fong: 

As 

<'  With  lovely  face,  and  flowing  hair, 

*'  The  Kereid  looks  divinely  fair; 

"  But,  ah  !    no  further  feek  to  know, 

*<  A  tilhy  tail  is  all  below." 
Of  this  kind  was  the  Girl  kept  at  Harleim,  \i^ho  was  fo  far 
rational  as  to  he  taught  to  fpin,  to  underltand  thofe  about  her, 
and  to  exprefs  Irer  devotions  at  prayers.  \Ve  have  an  account 
in  our  Engliih  Chronicles  of  a  Sea-inhabitant  taken  entirely 
human.  Nay,  if  we  believe  Hiftory,  the  Sea  has,  as  Du  Bar- 
tas  exprefles  if,  the  Mitred  BiJhop,  and  the  Cowled  Fryar. 
Alexander  ab  Alexandro,  after  fevcral  other  irories  of  the 
like  nature,  gives  us  the  following  relation,  which,,  becaufe  ic 
carries  with  it  an  air  of  truth,  and  is  fomewhat  agreeable,  I 
frail  tranllate  at  length.  *'  Theodorus  Gaza,  fays  he,  a  learn- 
ed Greek,  living  in  the,  Peloponnefus,  faw  a  Nereid,  with 
jhoals  of  other  fifh,  driven  to  Ihore  by  the  violence  of  a  fud- 
rion  ftorm  :  her  face  was  perfeftly  human,  and  not  difagreea- 
]>lc;  her  body  fcaly,  and  from  the  middle  downward  Ihe  fccms 
lo  have  been  not  unlike  our  common  Sign-poll  Mermaids. 
The  people  flocked  together,  to  fee  thisfirange  monller;  who, 
when  Ihe  perceived  there  was  no  poffibility  of  efcaping,  ftiew- 
ed  all  the  marks  of  forrow  and  difl:refs.  But,  when  the  water 
had  quite  left  her,  and  ihe  faw  herfelf  expofed  as  an  objed  of 
■wonder  to  the  multitude,  Ihe  fetched  the  deepefl:  lighs  that 
grief  could  exprefs,  and  burll  out  at  length   into  a   flood  of 

tears. 
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As  Indian  travellers  wild  beafls  affright 
By  kindled  fires,  and  Ikrecn  themfelves  with  liglit. 
So  Critic-wits,  like  other  brutes  of  prey, 
From  a  furrounding  brightnefs  flink  away. 
Men  dare  not  cenfure  (even  when  they  ought): 
If  Virgil  will  approve  vvhat  Msevius  wrote. 

tears.  Gaza,  who  was  a  man  naturally  tender  and  compaffio- 
nate,  took  pity  on  this  diftrefled  Lady,  and  perfuaded  the 
people  to  fufFer  hec  to  return  to  her  native  clement."  The 
fame  Author  tells  us,  that  Georgius  Trapezuntius  (another 
famous  modern  Greek)  aflirmed  "  That  he  fav/,  as  he  wai 
walking  on  the  Ihore,  a  handfome  Girl  from  the  wafte  up- 
wards, who,  by  her  often  diving,  feemed  fporting  herlelf  in 
the  water;  and  when  Ihe  perceived  fhe  was  difcovercd,  im- 
mediately difappeared,"  However  it  be,  the  antient  Nymphs 
and  Nereids,  and  the  modern  Mermaids^  are  fufnclent grounds 
to  free  the  fuppofition  from  abfurdlty,  or  extravagance:  and 
fmce  we  have  gone  fo  far  as  to  have  found  inhabitants  in  the 
Planets,  I  hope  1  ihall  not  be  condemned  for  having  difcover- 
cd  the  manners  and  converfation  of  a  people  nearer  home  :  be- 
Jides  we  know,  that  the  agreeable  images,  which  are  drawn 
from  things  on  Earth,  have  been  long  fince  exhaufled  ;  but  it 
will  be  allowed,  that  the  beauties  (as  well  as  the  riches)  of 
the  Sea  arc  yet  in  a  great  meafurc  untouched :  and  thofe  who- 
have  made  attempts  that  way,  have  only  given  us  a  few  Pif- 
catory  Eclogues,  like  the  firft  coalters,  that  always  keep 
within  fight  of  ihore,  and  never  venture  into  the  ocean.  Lu-- 
cian  iVideed  has  fomething  of  this  nature;  but,  as  his  defign 
was  chiefly  to  expofe  the  Heathen  Deities,  fo  it  muft  be 
owned  that  the  beft  of  our  modern  prodii6\lons  are  owing  to. 
thofe  hints,  which  were  taken  from  that  great  Wit.  Diaper, 
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THINK, 
Till,  urg'd  by  potent  herbs,  you  left  the  plain  ; 
That  you  were  bred  on  earth,  you  fully  prove, 
And  thence  you  know  to  feign  deceitful  love. 
But  think,  ingrate,  when  firft  you  hither  came, 
How  ftrange  you  look'd,  how  aukwardly  you  fwam. 
When  artlefs  firft  you  tried  the  unknown  lea, 
I  taught  you  how  to  plow  the  liquid  way; 
I  Ihew'd  you  all  the  fecrets  of  the  deep. 
And  vaulted  rocks  where  weary  Tritons  fleep. 
I  fhew'd  you  iHands  yet  unknown  to  men. 
Where  wanton  Nereids  meet,  and  fport  unfeen. 
Oft  have  I  wound  in  plaits  the  yielding  reed, 
And  plac'd  the  well-wrought  garland  on  your  head. 
Oft  have  I  choiceft  hih  with  labour  caught, 
And  the  fweet  prey  to  you  a  prefent  brought. 
To  me  in  vain  love-fick  Palcemon  cried. 
While  I  regardlefs  pafs'd  with  fullen  pride ; 
Oft  the  kind  youth  would  near  Cymothoe  fwim, 
And  fondly  alk  if  I  would  bathe  with  him. 
Yet  you,  an  earth-born  wretch,  ungrateful  prove*. 
No  more  Cymothoe,  but  Cyano  lovej 
Blue-ey'd  Cyano  love,  that  matchlefs  fair. 
Though  flat  her  nofe,  and  thin  her  falling  hair ; 
The  Nymph,  whom  moft  defpife,  and  none  admire, 
Glaucus  alone  purfues  with  fond  defire. 

*  Glaucus  was  a  fiflierman,  Vv-ho,  by  eating  a  certain  herb, 
isfaidto  have  been  chang'd  into  a  Sea-god.     Diap£R. 

Since 
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Since  then  I  am  (too  credulous)  betray'd, 

I  '11  live  no  more  a  wretched  worthlefs  maid  j 

Since  you  are  falfe,  I  '11  leave  the  hated  lea, 

And  yield  mylelf  to  fifhermen  a  prey. 

1  fhall  on  fhore  be  as  a  monfler  fhovvn, 

And  trumpeted  for  pence  through  every  town. 

While  you,  vvtll  pleas'd,  with  lov'd  Cyano  toy. 

And  in  fome  confcious  clifFthe  beauteous  Nymph  cn|oy. 

Thus  fadly  plaining  fond  Cymothoe  faid. 

And  Glaucus  thus  appeasM  the  angry  maid. 

G  L   A  U  C   U  S. 

Cymothoe  wrongs  her  Glaucus,  and  herfelf. 

To  think  I  languifli  for  that  fcaly  elf. 

The  wanton  Nymph  indeed  has  often  flrove 

To  bribe  my  fervice,  and  engage  my  love. 

With  gifts  of  Ihining  pearls  ;    and  thought  to  plcafe 

With  coral  twigs  and  fragrant  ambergris  ; 

But  ftill  I  fought  the  trifling  maid  to  fhun  : 

Your  love  preferves  what  firft  your  beauty  won  ; 

Nor  Ihall  I  e'er  that  happy  time  forget, 

When  firft  I  lett  my  boat  and  fi(hing-net  : 

And  how  you  taught  me  artfully  to  fwim, 

To  dive  for  pearls,  and  fteepy  rocks  to  climb  ; 

You  taught  to  hunt  the  fhark,  and  boldly  ftridc 

The  flouncing  horfe,  and  quell  his  foamy  pride. 

Believe  not,  Fair,  that  I  can  prove  untrue, 

Or  any  Water-beauty  love,  but  you. 

No,  firft  the  waves  fliall  lofe  their  biting  falts, 

The  winds  ihall  ceafe  to  found  in  hollow  vaults. 

And  wanton  fifii  fhall  leave  their  native  feas, 

And  bafk  on  earth,  or  browze  on  leafy  trees, 

P-  4  C  V-. 
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C   y  M   O  T   H   O   E. 

If  Glaucus  will  be  kind,  and  conftant  prove, 

Let  us  review  tliofe  fcenes  of  former  love, 

And  fmk  embracing  to  th'  abyfs  below, 

AVhere  fpiry  herbs  and  lovelv  coral  grow  ; 

The  ocean  has  its  groves  and  gloomy  lliades, 

And  cryftal  fprings  below,  and  cooling  glades. 

Fond  vou  once  thought  that  nothing  here  could  pleafe. 

But  we  have  fairer  meads  and  taller  trees 

Than  vcu  on  fun-burnt,  faplefs  earth  could  boafl:, 

Whofe  fading  beauties  are  too  quickly  loft. 

The  glories  of  the  fpring  are  foon  defac'd 

Bv  miry  ftorms,  and  toft  by  every  blaft. 

But  fee^  the  birds  in  noify  troops  are  join'd, 
T  hear  the  diftant  murmurs  of  the  wind. 
The  vapours  into  dark  confufion  blend. 
And  will  ere  long  in  fudden  fjx)uts  defcend. 
The  angrv  waves  begin  their  uncouth  noife. 
And  teeming  clouds  bring  down  the  falling  Ikies. 
Hafte  then,  my  Glaucus,  to  thofe  peaceful  meads 
And  reedy  plains,  where  hoary  Phorcys  feeds 
His  numerous  herds ;  where  neither  ftorms  nor  ram 
Moleft  the  trees,  nor  incommode  the  fwainj 
Where  unn>ixt  waters  are  as  cryftal  clear. 
And  warm  as  fummer  glooms,  and  fine  as  air. 
A  faliitifl)  light  fhines  through  the  watery  green, 
And  lets  us  fee  enough,  but  —  not  be  fetn  j 
The  fpangled  glories  of  the  plain  reveals 
With  pebbles  chequer'd,  and  with  azure  fhells. 
Dive,  Glaucus,  fwift,  and  let  us  finking  move 
Down  tc  the  centre  of  the  world,  and —  Love. 

ECLOGUE 


NEREIDES.  217 

ECLOGUE        11. 
M  E  L  V  I  N,    L  A  R  O  N :    TWO    TRITONS. 
M  E  L  V  1  N. 
BE  fliir,  fond  youth,  and  ceafe  the  rueful  noife, 
That  wide-momh'd  bafe  ill-fuits  a  fqueaking  voice : 
The  (hepherd's  ruder  pipe,  or  failor's  crowd, 
As  fvveetly  echoes,  and  ahnoft  a^  loud. 

L  A  R  O  N. 

Rail  on,  poor  Melvin,  and  with  envy  fwell. 

While  Pholoe  commends  the  tuneful  IhelL 

She  fwears  befide,  I  ling  like  amorous  fwains, 

When  with  alternate  loves  they  chear  the  fmiling  plain?. 

MELVIN. 

Begin,  if  thou  art  fkill'd  in  tuneful  lay  : 
Now  whifpering  breezes  gentle  founds  convey ; 
The  noify  winds  in  bolted  caves  are  preil, 
And  now  the  Halcyon  builds  her  waving  neft. 

L   A   R   O   N. 

I  have  obferving  pafs'd  through  different  climes, 
Can  fix  the  feafons,  and  adjuft  the  times, 
And  know  what  ftars,  when  they  oppofe  or  meet, 
Will  caufe,  or  ftormy  winds,  or  falling  fleet. 

MELVIN. 

I've  feen  the  deep  o'er-fpread  with  firingy  weeds, 
And  depthlefs  waters  look  like  verdant  meads. 
1  know  far  difiant  ifles  in  Northern  feas. 
Where  birds  from  infe£ls  grow,  and  hang  on  trees. 
L  A  R  O  N. 

The  Moon  commands  the  waves.     Her  changing  face 
DiHurbs  the  whole,  and  flirs  tiie  watery  mafs  j 

But 
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But  there  are  feas  which  no  fuch  influence  know^. 
And  rebel-tides  that  without  order  flow. 

M  E  L  V  I  N. 

Though  now  'tis  cahn,  I  know  thofe  magic  fpelb 
Can  raife  the  fleepy  winds  from  rocky  cells  : 
The  louring  Heaven  looks  then  with  fadder  hue, 
And  difmal  ilorms  and  frightful  wrecks  enfue. 

L  A  R  O  N. 

When  fatal  rocks  have  fplit  the  broken  (hip,  . 

And  Ihrieking  mortals  fmk  into  the  deep,- 

If  Laron  hears  the  cry,  he  often  faves, 

And  buoys  the  floating  wretch  amidfl  the  angry  wave;>.^ 

On  yonder  rock  I  tun'd  the  paffive  air, 

And  Pholoe  thought  her  After  Syren  there. 

The  wanton  dolphins  joyous  danc'd  around, 

Spouting  the  waves,  and  friik'd  at  every  found. 

M  E  L  V  I  N. 
In  that  fame  cliff  Cyano  fleeping  lav. 
With  labouring  hade  I  cut  the  yielding  way  : 
I  came,  and  Ihe,  glad  of  the  kind  furprize, 
Still  feign'd  a  fleep,  and  clos'd  her  waking  eyes. .  ^ 

LARON. 

Ino  repents,  and  would  at  length  be  kind  ^ 
But  fhe  's  as  fickle  as  the  morning  wind : 
To  me  her  tears  and  glances  are  no  more 
Than  crackling  bottles  on  the  frothy  ihore.: 

M  E  L  V  I  N. 

In  fteepy  rocks  the  fea-fovvl  make  their  neft  ; 
Take  heed,  ye  birds  ;  for  an  unwelcome  gueft 
Will  fteal  the  fpeckled  eggs,  and  give  the  prey- 
To  a  kind  Nymph,  that  fports  in  yonder  bay. 

LARON, 
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L  A  R  O  N. 
Pelcus,  earth-born,  his  Thetis  has  enjoy'd  ; 
But  the  Wood-nymph,  who  late  at  ebbing  tide 
Meafur'd  the  fandy  plain,  will  come  no  more  : 
Ah  !  would  Ihe  love,  I  could  e'en  live  —  on  fliore. 

M  E  L  V  I  N. 
The  IVIanati  •'••  his  change  of  pleafure  boafts. 
Now  fports  in  feas,  now  grazes  on  the  coaftj 
Nature  indulges  the  amphibious  kind. 
While  to  our  watery  home  we  ever  are  confin'd. 

L  A  R  0   N. 

Unhappy  offspring  of  the  briny  main, 
Who  v/ant  a  voice  to  fing,  or  to  complain  f ! 
Though  mute  yourfelves,  yet  you  in  llioals  will  throng. 
And  joy  to  hear  Laron's  delightful  iong, 

M  E  L  V  I  N. 
Fifh,  Laron,  are  not  mute  ;  for  even  now 
I  hear  the  diflant  lowings  of  the  Cow, 
While  fofter  breezes  breathe  in  whifpers  round, 
And  every  wave  breaks  with  a  pleafmg  found. 

*  An  animal  which  terminates  the  boundary  between  Qua- 
drupeds and  Fillies.  It  cannot  be  called  amphibiouo,  as  it 
never  entirely  leaves  the  water,  only  advancing  its  head  out 
of  the  ftream,  to  reach  the  grafs  on  the  river  fides.  Feeding 
entirely  upon  vegetables,  it  is  never  found  far  in  the  open 
fea,  but  chiefly  in  the  large  rivers  in  North  America,  and  < 
near  Kamtchatka.  Its  head  and  body  are  Ihaped  like  the  feal; 
and  the  fielh  is  fuppofed  to  be  a  greater  luxury  than  turtle. 
See  Goldfmith's  Animated  Nature,  vol.  IV.  p.  i86.     N. 

f  The  Manati  has  no  voice  nor  cry;   for  the  only  noifc  it- 
makes,  is  by  fetching  its  breath.  Goldfmith,  p.  185.     N. 

L   A- 
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L  A   R   O   Ni 

See  yonder  gawdy  fifh,  that  fluttering  fprin^s, 
And  cuts  the  liquid  air  with  moiften'd  wings; 
Strange  is  his  life,  but  liranger  Laron's  fate, 
Who  burns  amidft  the  waves,  and  pines  for  heat,. 

M   E   L  V  I   N. 

Thofe  gilded  flyers  fl:ill  in  danger  move, 
Purfued  by  fi(h  below,  by  birds  above: 
So  iVIelvin,  flying  from  Dorinda's  eyes, 
To  Galatea  .falls  an  eafy  prize. 

L  A  R  O  N. 
Old  hoary  Proteus  late  I  fieeping  found 
In  a  dark  mofly  cave,  and  clafp'd  him  round  ; 
In  vain  to  fright  with  different  forms  he  ftrove, 
I  held  him  faft,  and  he  foretold  my  love. 

M   E   L  V  I   Ni 
I  for  Leucippe  flole  a  fifher's  net ; 
She  kifs'd,  and  vow'd  fhe  never  would  forget  s 
But  they  fhall  nothing  lofe  by  what  1  flole. 
For  to  their  boats  I  drive  a  numerous  fhoal.- 

L   A   R    ON. 

A  Trident  now  is  mine,  which  Ceyx  own'd. 
Made  of  a  Sword-fifh,  and  embofs'd  around  j 
When  I  bellow  it  on  the  amorous  maid, 
Laron  with  more  than  kilTes  will  be  paid. 

M  E  L  V  I  N. 
Laron  is  courted  by  a  lovely  fair : 
Ye  Gods  !  I  envy  not  the  happy  pair. 
Poor  dufky-fac'd  Melanthe  !  one  would  think, 
Like  Cuctle-fifh,  {he  hid  herfelf  in  ink*. 

*  When  this  filh  is  purfued,  and  finds  a  difficulty  of  ef- 
caping,  it  fpouts  forth  a  quantity  of  black  fubllance  by  which 
the  waters  are  darkened,  and  then  it  cfcares  by  lyinj  clofe 
at  the  bottom.     N.  la- 
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L  A   R  O   N. 

IMelanthe  Oill  is  kind,  though  coarfely  made. 
The  Nymph  that's  kind  with  kindnefs  muft  he  paid. 
I  liate  the  fkittiih  fair,  that  flies  vvlien  woo'd, 
Like  fearful  Tunnies,  wl^en  by  Sharks  purfued. 

M  E   L  V  I   N. 

Lobflerb*  by  inflin6l  the  Pour-contrel f  fl^-; 
(For  if  they  fee  him,  they  by  feeing  die); 
But  we  thofe  dangers  feck,  we  ought  to  fhun, 
And  court  our  fate,  and  flrive  tc  be  undone. 
L  A  R  O   N. 

The  Polypus,  th.ough  chang'd,  mufi  not  efcape 
By  a  falfe  drefs,  and  counterfeited  fliape  ; 
So  wanton  Nymphs  awhile  witli  aukvvard  pride 
"Deny  that  pafTion,  which  they  cannot  hide. 
Love  will  revenge  on  thofe,  who  love  infpire. 
And  they  muft  heat  themfelves,  who  others  fet  on  fire. 

M  E  L  V  1  N. 
When  ebbing  tides  have  emptied  half  the  deep. 
And  pointed  rocks  affright  the  diflant  fhip, 
The  Nereids  fit,  and  comb  their  flowing  hair. 
Or  move  in  tuneful  founds  the  circUng  air. 
But,  Triton,  were  no  Lover  to  be  caught, 
The  hair  would  be  uncomb'd,  the  fong  forgot. 

L  A  R   0   N. 

Melvin,  a  fail  comes  brifk  before  the  wind. 
Ceafe  then  the  Song,  and  may  the  Nymph  be  kind  : 
For,  fnould  we  thus  appear  in  human  form, 
T'he  flighted  Sailor  will  forebode  a  ftorm. 

♦  This  circumftanre  efcapcd  Dr.  Goldfmith's  notice.     N. 
f  The  Forpus.     N. 

ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE      IIL 
FHORBAS.     DRYMON.     ME  LA  NTH  US, 

P   H  O  R  B  A  S. 

I  SEE  a  diflant  fleet,  whole  towering  mafts 
Seem  a  thick  grove  difrob'd  by  winter-blafts  ; 
Bold  was  the  man  who  fell'd  the  leafy  trees. 
On  floating  wood  to  dare  th'  uncertain  Teas. 

DRY  M  o  N. 
'Twas  avarice  that  pufli'd  thofe  wretches  on, 
To  feek  for  diftant  ifles,  and  lands  unknown  ; 
While  fea-born  fwains  detire  no  foreign  oar, 
Content  with  fea,  and  carelefs  of  the  Ihore. 
Glaucus,  a  Mer-man  now  (but  not  by  birth), 
Has  told  the  cuftoms  of  thofe  fons  of  earth  : 
Though  they  have  all  that 's  good,  and  truly  rare. 
Yet,  envious,  think  their  own  too  mean  a  flrare; 
For  foreign  toys  they  roam  to  every  fhore. 
And  bring  difeafes  home  unknown  before. 
By  commerce  thus  humours  and  fafiiions  blend, 
And  what  they  fcorn'd  before  they  now  commend. 
Nothing  has  any  worth  that 's  fixt  or  true, 
But  things  their  value  raife  by  being  new. 
Hence  endlefs  wars  engage  the  earth-born  flave  : 
This  whets  their  rage,  and  ever  makes  them  brave, 
I  late  unfeen  faw  from  a  dillant  rock 
Two  vafl  machines  engage  in  clouds  of  fmoke  ; 
The  winds  were  high,  and  ruffled  all  the  main : 
But,  when  the  tight  with  louder  noife  began. 

And 
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And  bellowing  iron-tubes  their  fulphur  fir'd, 
The  Gods  afraid  with  drooping  wings  retir'd  ; 
Boreas  himfelf  was  hufh'd  in  trembling  air; 
The  fea  grew  calm,  and  all  the  fky  was  fair. 
Oft  have  I  punifli'd  that  ambitious  wight 
Who  thus  entrenches  on  the  Mer-man's  right  : 
Who,  born  on  earth,  yet  leaves  his  native  glades. 
And  to  his  own  prefers  the  watery  meads ; 
Oft  have  I  flrove  to  burfl:  the  yielding  planks, 
And  force  the  leaky  Ihip  on  fandy  banks  : 
But  fee,  Melanthus  comes,  who,  bHthe  and  gay. 
Like  a  fed  Porpoife  frilks  in  wanton  play 
W^hat  happy  chance  has  pleas'd  the  fmiling  boy  ? 
'The  nymph  he  loves  is  fure  no  longer  coy. 

MELANTHUS. 

Ye  Gods !  would  proud  Parthenoe  now  appear. 
With  fierceft  rage  I  'd  feize  the  trembling  fair  j 
Neither  her  anger  nor  her  tears  fhould  move. 
My  blood  's  on  fire,  and  I  am  full  of  Love. 
My  head  's  fo  wondrous  light,  I  fcarcely  find 
Whether  I  move  on  waves  or  dance  on  wind. 

D  R  Y  M  O  N. 

So  alter'd,  Triton  !  whence  proceeds  this  change. 

So  unexpected,  fudden,  and  fo  ftrange  ? 

A  fettled  melancholy  gloom  but  now 

Seem'd,  like  a  florm,  to  hang  upon  your  brow; 

Difconfolate  you  look'd,  and  nought  could  pleafe. 

No  herb  was  found  to  cure  the  fond  difeafe. 


etj 
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MELANTHUS. 

If  I  can  ufe  my  tongue,  I  '11  tell  thee,  Love, 

What  does  my  foul  to  fudden  tranfports  move  : 

Meeting  the  fcatter'd  ruins  of  a  wreck, 

As  fhiver'd  malls,  plankb,  and  a  broken  deck, 

Amidft  the  reft  a  floating  cafk  I  found 

Stopt  up  with  artful  care,  and  ftrongly  bound, 

Curious  to  know  what  was  within  contain'd, 

With  cautious  fear  I  fearch'd  ;  my  lingers  flain'd 

Came  forth  all  moiften'd  with  a  juicv  red  ; 

But,  oh  !  the  Gods  ne'er  on  fuch  neftai  fed. 

Pleas'd  with  rue  heavenly  tafte  and  fpicy  fmell, 

I  quaff 'd  full  bowls  in  a  capacious  Ihell. 

Ye  Gods  !  if  earthy  men  tlms  live,  aiul  drink. 

Give  me  the  land — the  (ea  's  a  worrhlefs  fink. 

The  precious  draughts  my  famting  fpirits  cheer  ; 

I,  thus  infpir'd,  no  mortal  INIer-man  fear. 

I  rule  the  boundlefs  feas,  and  now  I  reign 

Sole  Lord  and  mighty  Monarch  of  the  main. 

This  oil  has  fo  inflam'd  my  fecret  fire, 

I  burn  impatient  with  the  tierce  defire. 

No  Nymph,  or  old,  or  ugly,  now  I  fcorn  • 

Ev'n  blear-ey'd  Opis  now  would  ferve  the  turn. 

I'arthenoe  hates,  nor  do  I  greatly  care; 

For,  now,  the  Nymph  that  's  kind,  is  only  fair. 

P  H  O  R   B   A   S. 

Melanthus  raves  j  what  magic  fpell  is  this. 
Which  feeds  the  happy  youth  with  fancy 'd  blifs  ? 
1  long  to  tafte  the  juice  that  thus  infpires 
Fond  Hopes,  felf-pleahng  LoveS;  and  gay  Defires. 

E  C  L  O  G  U 
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M    U    R    ^    N    A.  P    A    L    iE    M    O    N. 

M  U  R  ^.   N  A. 

FROM  this  high  cliff" is  an  unufual  view. 
And  here  our  ej'es  uncommon  fcenes  purfue. 
I  fee  the  verdure  of  yon  diftant  plains, 
"Where  bleating  flocks  are  fed  by  tuneful  fwains. 
But,  ah  !  how  wretched  are  thofe  earth-born  flaves, 
Compar'd  with  us,  who  cut  througli  (liining  waves  ! 
They  are  expos'd  to  cold,  expos'd  to  heat, 
In  different  feafons  mourn  a  different  fate  ; 
Uneafy,  ftill  the  wretched  caitiff  moves 
To  breezy  mountains,  or  to  fheltering  proves. 
While  wc  no  cloathing  r>Ge<i,  no  change  of  rules. 
The  fea  in  Winter  warms,  in  Summer  cools. 
I  've  feen  tlie  labouring  plow-man's  liaily  toil, 
For  a  new  crop  to  fit  the  ffubborn  foil  ; 
While  Heaven  fupplies  our  wants  without  our  fwcar. 
We  ne'er  are  hungry,  but  we  have  to  eat. 
Why  fhouhl  we  thus  by  partial  Heaven  be  oio{>; 
With  neither  grief,  nor  doubt,  nor  toil,  oppreft; 
While  thofe  on  earth  of  happinefs  defpnir, 
In  pain  and  anguifli  die,  and  live  in  care  ? 

P  A  L  ^  M   O   N. 
I  've  heard  (for  thus  the  wife  Melampus  fai^^) 
Two  dilferent  kinds  of  men  by  Heaven  vvcic  made. 
The  one  to  fwim  and  fport  in  briny  feas, 
Th'  otiicr  to  range  on  earth,  or  fit  at  eafe 
Under  the  covert  of  the  Ciadovving  trejs. 


} 


Vol.  V.  CL  To 


226         MISCELLANY     POEMS. 

To  each  a  guardian  fpiric  was  aflignVl, 

To  guide  their  paflions,  and  inform  their  mind  : 

But  he  on  earth,  ingrate,  would  wildly  rove, 

Defpis'd  his  Maker,  and  abusM  his  love 

Enrag'd  at  this,  the  guardian  Daemon  flew, 

And  bad  him  his  own  blinded  will  puriue. 

Thus  earthy  men,  deferted  liy  their  guide, 

Can't  rule  their  giddy  thoughts,  nor  item  tiie  coming  tide  ; 

But  ftill  are  doom'd  flaves  to  their  darling  lull. 

Are  all  deceitful,  cruel,  and  unjuft  ; 

Reftlcfs  defnes  their  wearied  foul  dilri act, 

They  know  not  what  they  are,  nor  why  they  a£t : 

While  we,  content  v/ith  what  the  Gods  approve, 

Do  nought  but  ever  fing,  and  ever  love. 

M  U   R  M  K   A. 

But  fee 

The  tide  fwells  on  the  fhore,  and  forward  creeps, 
And  with  new  {lime  befmears  the  fandy  heaps. 
What  makes  this  conftant  flux  ?   I  've  often  thought 
The  caufe  is  wondrous,  and  in  vain  I  fought. 

P  A  L  ^T^  M  O  N. 
The  caufe  is  wondrous  plain  ;  the  wife  will  prove. 
The  nature  of  a  fluid  is  to  move  : 
In  every  liquid  there  's  a  conilanc  roll ; 
An  eddy,  though  unleen,  difiurbs  the  wirole. 
The  gliding  parts  with  fecrc:  morion  flow; 
Were  they  at  reft,  they  v.'oukl  to  hardnefs  grow. 
As  wafhings,  left  in  rocks,  by  Winter's  frsft 
Are  fix'U  to  foiid  ice,  and  all  the  motion  's  loll. 

M  U- 
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M  U  R  yK  N   A. 

Happy  are  thofe  who  know  the  fecret  caufc 
Of  ftrange  effefts,  and  Nature's  hidden  laws. 
But  leave  the  rocks  ;  for  rifing  fogs  a-'pear, 
And  cold  land-breezes  chill  the  troubled  air. 


ECLOGUE        V. 
M    E    R     G     U     S.         L    Y    C    O    N. 

M  E  R  G  U  S. 
LYCON^  begin  — begin  the  mournful  rale  ; 
You  know  what  'tis,  to  love,  and  not  prevail  : 
Dcfcribe  Pafinthas  in  his  daily  moan, 
How  much  he  lov'd,  and  how  he  was  undone. 

L  Y   C   O   N. 

Ungrateful  Licffa,  vainly  coy, 

And  proud  of  youthful  charms,  dcTpis'd  the  boy; 

Has  left  the  calmer  fea's  paci'ac  arms, 

Where  condanr  heat  the  fmiling  ocean  warm?, 

To  ihun  the  youth  :   (fuch  is  the  power  of  Hate  !) 

Some  windy  bay  is  now  her  lone  retreat. 

In  vain  Pafinthas  fought  in  every  cave. 

In  every  creek,  and  mark'd  c<u]i  rifing  wave  j 

To  every  ille  he  rov'd  with  wild  defpair, 

And  afk'd,  if  loelfa  had  been  tlicre. 

In  vain  be  has  the  fruitlefs  fearcb  purfued, 

For  flic  is  gone,  and  uill  no  more  be  woo'd. 

Pierc'd  with  the  killing  thought,  the  lover  fighs, 

And  dills  the  rifing  ftorms  with  louder  cries  : 

CLa  While 
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While  thus  he  fadly  plains  :  "  In  mournful  rounds. 

The  air  through  hollow  rocks  repeats  the  dillant  founds. 

Each  winding  cavern  tells  the  fruitlefs  care, 

And  every  rock  upbraids  the  abfent  Fair  ; 

By  the  fad  echoes  which  it  flill  returns, 

It  feems  to  pitv  when  the  Triton  mourns  : 

But  the  coy  Nymph,  deaf  to  the  Mer-man's  or  ', 

Is  flill  unmov'd,  and  makes  no  kind  reply." 

While  thus  Pafinthas  plain'd,  the  dolphins  came, 

And  wept  to  hear  his  moan  ;  the  Nereids  fwara 

In  beauteous  crowds  around,  and  thus  they  faid  : 

*'  Weep  not,  fond  Triton,  tor  a  pccvifli  maid  j 

Though  fhe  is  gone,  let  not  the  youth  dcfpair, 

For  there  are  kinder  Nymphs,  and  Nymphs  as  fair." 

But,  Mergus,  Love  is  deaf  as  well  as  blind  ; 

The  bed  advice  is  thought  the  moft  unkind. 

Rcftlefs  he  goes  from  the  fair  pitying  throng, 

To  a  dark  cave,  where  fea-cows  lay  their  young, 

A  filent  grot  fad  as  his  thoughts  he  found. 

Where  frightful  glocom  and  horrors  fare  around. 

There  on  its  flimy  bottom  carelefs  laid, 

He  figh'd,  and  went ;   he  figh'd,  and  then  he  faid  : 

'*  Have  I  then  lov'd,  to  be  repaid  witli  fcorn  ? 

Ye  Gods  !  'tis  hard,  too  cruel  to  be  borne  ! 

What  ?  have  I  poifon'd  too  the  hated  fca, 

That  loefia  leaves  her  home  for  me  ? 

Had  you  but  told,  had  yeu  your  hatred  fhown, 

I  would  have  lov'd  unpity'd,  and  unknown  ; 

By  mv  own  flight  J  had  prevented  vours. 

And,  baniih'd  hence,  retir'd  to  diftant  Hiores, 

Where 
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Where  rigid  Jafiing  cold,  and  northern  blafts. 

O'er  whiten'd  lands  a  pearly  (hining  caft  j 

Where  icy  iiakes  like  fiouing  iflcs  appear,  -* 

And  fiercely  meet;   the  noife  you  'il  dread  to  hear,       > 

Nor  can  your  render  limbs  the  piercing  climate  bear.  J 

Mulcles  in  fnoais  on  mighty  whales  attend, 

Who  (cs,(.\  tlie  worthlefs  filh,  and  court  the  puny  friend, 

Fieice  fharks  bv  gentle  uia<-_^c  are  rec'aim'd, 

But  female  pride  is  fuvagc  and  untam'd. 

Go  then,  ingratc,  whom  Love  could  never  pleafe. 

To  boifterous  channels,  and  to  foreign  feas, 

Where  rocks,  like  you  unmov'd,  with  careltfs  pride 

Pvepulfe  the  waves,  and  check  the  rifing  tide."' 

Thus  the  unhappy  youth  svcs  heard  to  moan  ; 
The  winds  to  Ggi"!,  the  hollow  fcem'tl  to  groan. 
And  dropping  tears  fell  frurr.  c!ie  weeping  llone. 

M   H   R   G   U   S. 
Thy  fong's  more  grateful  than  a  Summer's  breeze,     -s 
Whofe  cooling  breath  and  gentle  fannings  plealv;,         > 
And  move  in  wanton  rings  the  liftcning  feas.  J 

l-sot  half  fo  fweet,  when  firil  the  morning  davv'ns, 
Are  juicy  Oyfters,  or  the  lufcious  Prawns. 
But  now  the  fun  is  dipt  in  cooling  itreams  ; 
The  twilight  is  no  more  ;   no  doubtful  gleams 
Of  v.eaker  light  the  flitting  fhades  divide. 
But  they  unmixt  prevail,  aiid  every  objetSf  hide. 
The  fea  is  heard  with  deeper  iou  "jd  to  roar, 
And  (lumbering  watero  may  be  I'aitl  to  fnore. 
Each  Nymph  is  ftretching  on  her  oozy  bjd, 
And  fcarcc  a  Fifn  pops  up  bis  fleepy  head  ; 

CLs  Tliofc 
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Thofe  who  were  clung  to  rocks,  the  flielly  heap, 
Drop  from  their  hold,  and  fall  into  the  deep. 
Nature  herfelt  is  fiill,  her  labours  ceafe, 
And  all  lies  wrapt  in  filence  and  inaftive  eafe. 

ECLOGUE         VL 
L  Y  C  O  N,       A  N  T  H  I  S^       C  E  T  E. 

L  Y  c  o  N. 

A  N  T  H  I  S   and  Cete  comb'd  their  flowing  hair,.. 
And  tun'd  to  pleafing  founds  the  trembling  air,. 
While  hoary  Phorcys  fat  on  floating  weed. 
And  ilowly  drove  th'  unwilling  herd  to  feed. 
Attend,  ye  Fifti,  and  all  around  me  throng, 
%Vhile  I  repeat  the  Nymph's  alternate  fong. 

A   N  T  H  1  S. 

"  Think,  how  to-day  a  gentle  weftern  breeze 

With  pleafing  gales  danc'd  on  the  circling  feas, 

It  fwept  the  calmer  furface  of  the  main, 

And  fmooth'd  the  waters  to  a  fraihng  plain ; 

Eut  now  diffufive  fweets  from  fpicy  hills 

Are  borne  on  Eaftern  winds,  and  waft  their  blended  fmells. 

The  Dolphins  lalh  the  waves  vvith  bending  tails, 

And  every  fliip  with  fpecdy  current  fails. 

Since  nothing  here  we  fix'd  or  conflant  find, 
Why  fhould  the  Nereid  boafl  a  fettled  mind  ? 

The  reftlefs  Fi(h,  who  left  the  open  fea, 
And  fwam  to  every  creek  and  winding  bay. 
To  th'  bcean  now  in  fhoals  return  again. 
While  empty  nets  deceive  tlie  filhing  fwain. 

J  Nov/ 
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Now  fiioitcning  days  are  griev'd  by  northern  ifies, 
While,  from  increafing  coUl  and  fnowv  wilds, 
Tlie  flarv'ing  birds  in  numerous  flocks  repair 
To  happier  climates,  and  to  warmer  air. 

Since  notliing  here  we  fix'd  or  conilant  find, 
Why  fliould  the  Nereid  boaft  a  fettled  mind  ? 

Though  late  the  tides  have  threaten'd  all  the  co.- fl. 
Now,  fmce  the  waning  IVIoon  her  flrengrh  has  lofr, 
They  own  their  weaknefs,  and  are  heard  no  more. 
But,  creeping,  hardly  cover  half  the  fhore  : 
When  flic  dire61s,  the  fuelling  floods  increafe,. 
And  founding  waters  raife  the  trou]>led  fcas  ; 
But  when  (he  horned  frowns,  the  tumults  ceafe. 
The  waves  are  ftill,  and  hufli'd  in  fullen  peace. 
Since  nothing  here  we  fix'd  or  conflant  find,. 
Why  fliould  the  Nereid  boall  a  fcttl«;d  mind? 

The  coufcious  fifli  the  heavenly  motions  feel, 
And  thus,  confin'd  within  his  native  flicl!. 
All  dry  and  lean  the  mournful  Oyiler  lies, 
(And  Fifiiers  then  the  taftelefs  prey  dcfpifc)  j 
But  when  the  Moon  looks  down  all  over  brijjlit. 
They  juicy  grow,  nourilb'd  with  heavenly  Ughv. 
Since  nothing  here  we  fix'd  or  conlTr^nr  find, 
Why  fliould  the  Nereid  boaft  a  fettled  mind  ' 

Calthinoe  lov'd  a  Triton-youth,  and  fwoie. 
Her  heart  (thus  fix'd  by  iiim)  fliould  rove  no  more. 
But,  when  repeated  loves  began  to  cloy. 
The  willr  nymph  tmbrac'd  a  kinder  boy." 

0^4  L  Y  C    O   N. 
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Thus  Anthis  fung  ;  and  Cete  thus  reply'tl, 
V.'hi'e  angry  winds  oppos'd  the  rihng  tide: 

CETE. 
"  "Refiftlefs  charms  arc  in  a  lovely  face, 
But  I'potTefs  Virtue  has  a  nobler  grace. 
Alcon  did  never  yet  inconftant  rove, 
Or  break  repeated  vows,  or  change  his  love. 
Careful  he  fhuns  the  Itreights  and  narrow  feas, 
Where  altering  fcenes  the  fickle  Mer-man  pleafc. 
For  all  is  reliefs  and  unfettled  there ; 
The  waves  and  winds  alike  inconftant  arc. 
But  the  unfathom'd  deep  is  ftill  the  fame. 
And  always  fmihng  with  an  cafy  calm. 
The  waters  here  a  conflant  peace  maintain, 
And  in  foft  murmurs  lovingly  compiain. 
The  winds  themfelves  are  not  uncertain  here. 
But  tiieir  fix'd  feafons  know,  each  circling  year. 
From  th'  Eaft  the  Summer  trade-winds  never  fait 
To  fvveep  the  ocean  with  a  frelher  gale. 
Such  is  his  love  ;  no  change  it  undergoes. 
By  Reafon  fix'd,  and  no  repentance  knows." 

L  Y  C  O  N. 
Thus  faid  the  nymph  ;  and  now  the  day  retires,. 
While  fparkling  waves  appear  like  kindled  fires. 
The  diftant  rocks  fhine  with  deceitful  light, 
Aj»d  tkus  increafe  the  terrors  of  the  night, 
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ECLOGUE        VII. 

STURIO,      HIPPIAS,      MIR  A. 

S  T   U   R  I  O. 

THE  waves  are  flill,  and  the  unclouded  day- 
Smiles  on  the  murmuring  fea  with  joyous  light. 

Begin  the  fong,  whi'e  wanton  Dolphins  play, 
And  the  bright  fun  and  pleaiing  calms  invite. 
HIPPIAS. 

Happy  the  youth  whom  beauteous  Mira  loves. 
No  nymph  fo  nimbly  fvvims,  fo  graceful  moves : 
When  to  foft  words  fhe  tunes  her  artful  tongue, 
The  Winds  themfelves  will  liflen  to  her  fong. 

STURIO. 
Anthis  I  faw,  and  to  my  envy'd  eyes 
The  circling  blood  with  confcious  ardour  flies. 
When  Anthis  fmiles,  joy  fills  the  fwelling  veins  j 
Nor  Winter-calms,  nor  Summer's  gentle  rains. 
Are  half  fo  grateful  to  the  fifhing  fwains. 
Her  rifmg  breads  are  white  as  polifh'd  fhells,. 
And  in  each  part  a  different  beauty  dwells. 

HIPPIAS. 

When  Mira  frowns,  though  all  the  fky  was  fair, 
The  clouds  return,  and  thick  the  moiften'd  air ; 
The  fmiling  heaven,  whene'er  fhe  looks  ferene. 
Puts  on  its  azure,  and  the  fea  its  green. 

STURIO. 

When  firfl  a  glance  from  Galatea's  eyes 

Pierc'd  through  my  heart,  and  did  my  foul  furprize, 

Amaz'd  I  fell  — 

Beaury  itfelf  too  powerful  will  affright ; 

No  lightning  moves  fo  fwift,  or  Ihines  lo  bnVhr. 

H   I  Z 
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H   I  P  P  I  A   S. 

The  Cramp-fifii  *  touch'd  benumbs  with  fudtlen  pnin. 
And  (hivering  horror  ftrikes  through  every  vein. 
But  b}'  one  diftant  look  fiom  lier  I  lov'd 
jNIy  blood  grew  fiagnate,  and  1  ftood  unmov'd. 

S  T  U  R  I  O. 

We  curfe  the  dog,  and  loath  the  fhapclefs  bat. 
As  fad  forerunners  of  unluckv  fate  : 
Thefe  we  deform'd  and  frightful  mongers  call  ; 
But  they,  each  in  their  kind,  are  beauteous  all  ; 
Fondly  we  love,  and  without  reafon  hate, 
And  worlhip  idols  which  ourfelves  create. 


} 


H   I  P   P  I  A   S. 
Beauty  's  a  fhining  fpark  of  heaven] v  fire, 
That  kindles  in  the  foul  immenfe  dchre  ; 
It  draws  with  pleafing  force  tlie  willing  mind; 
Beauty  divine  like  this  we  feldom  find  : 
Few  things  are  truly  fair,  though  perfcc\  in  their  kind 

S   T  U  R  1  O. 

Who  Mlra  loves,  when  C lytic  appears, 
Coarfe  taftelefs  Thornback  to  the  Sole  prefers. 
I  her  pale  cheeks  and  languid  looks  defpife  ; 
Well  may  fhe  kill  ;  for  Death  is  in  her  eyes, 

*  The  wonderful  electric  properties  of  the  Torpedo,  which 
fo  long  remained  a  myftery  to  the  phiiofophers,  and  which 
Dr.  Goldfmith  (vol.  VI.  p.  262.)  was  "  content  to  difmlfs  in 
*<  obfcurity,"  have  lately  been  moft  fatisfaftoriiy  developed 
by  John  Walfh  efq,  John  Hunter  c{c.  and  Dr.  Ingen  Houfz, 
three  very  diftinguiihed  ornaments  or"  the  Royal  Society. 
See  Phil.  Tranf.  vol.  LSIV.  p.  4C4.  vol.  LXV.  p.  i.     N. 

H    1   P- 
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H  I  P  P  1   A  S. 

I  hate  the  full-cheek'd  Blovvze  and  flushing  Maid, 
Whofe  angry  red  makes  every  youth  afraid : 
Such  flaming  Nymphs  want  every  real  grace  ; 
They  cool  our  palTion,  while  they  burn  our  face, 

S  T  U    R  I  O. 

Envy  is  pale,  and  pale  is  fad  Defpair. 

Can  Mira  then  be  pale,  and  yet  be  fair  ? 

The  water-lilies  are  a  faintilh  fwect. 

I  know  an  ifland-grove,  where  Nereids  meet ; 

There  blufhing  beds  of  beauteous  rofes  grow. 

From  whom  difFufive  fmells  in  fragrant  circles  flow. 

H  I  P  P  I  A  S. 

Would  Mira  yield  to  love,  would  flie  comply. 

Her  cheeks  would  colour  with  a  freflicr  die. 

But  though  ev'n  now  fhe  wants  no  graceful  charm. 

Her  voice  kills  farther  than  her  eyes  can  harm. 

Nereus  himfelf  above  the  waves  appear'd, 

She  fung — and  he  with  fecret  pleafure  heard, 

And  liftening  fmil'd,  and  ftroak'd  his  hoary  beard. 

While  Doris  flood  afar,  and  jealous  grew,  [enfue.. 

With  watchful  eyes  Ihe  look'd,  and  fear'd  what  might: 
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S  T  U  R  I  O. 

So  have  I  heard  one  praife  the  chattering  pie, 
And  fwear  the  coots  with  artful  mufick  cry : 
But  hark — ev'n  now  1  hear  fome  dlftant  fong. 

H  I  P  P  I  A  S. 

Tis  Mira's  voice;  1  know  her  warmbling  tongue. 
Move,  Sturio,  foftly  on  ;  then  fudden  rife. 
And  in  her  wanton  fong  the  eafy  Nymph  furprize. 

E  C  L  O  G  U 
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E     C     T,     O     G     U     E      VIII. 
PROTEUS. 

PROTEUS  had  lent  Lis  fcr.H'  herd  to  feed. 
And  fluml)-:r'd  on  a  bed  of  riimy  weed  j 
Ino  and  Cete  ihiti  er  chanc'd  to  ftray. 
They  faw,  and  feiz'd  him  as  he  il^^-ping  lay  : 
Anxious  for  flight,  now  flafhi;-^^  6ame  he  feems. 
Now  fcfily  glides  away  in  mekin::  dreams. 
But  they  faft  held  him,  till  he  fmilii^g  faid, 
♦'  With  fongs,  nay  more  than  fongs,  you  Ihall  be  paid.'* 
He  then  began — 

To  hng  or"  truths,  unknown,  unheard  before, 
While  all  the  fea  was  fiill,  and  winds  were  heard  no  more. 
He  fung  the  world's  tiril  birth,  ami  woncuous  frajne. 
How  bodies  all  from  one  great  fluid  came. 
Of  different  parts  composed,  a  liquid  mafs 
Inceffant  mov'd  in  the  unbounded  fpace  : 
(The  elience  of  a  fluid  is  confefs'd 
To  move,  and  to  be  folid  is  to  reu) 
And  as  they  flow,  all  fluids  ever  b:;nd 
To  fly  around,  and  to  a  circle  tend ; 
Thus  a  true  chaos  did  at  flrft  arife 
From  moving  globules  of  a  different  (ize  ; 
Bat  nnei  aioms  were  more  free  to  move, 
And  with  the  fluggifh  parts  too  a6live  ftrove 
Till  they  had  preft  them  down  from  thofe  above  : 
*Twas  then  ih'  unfuUied  light  did  firil  appear, 
And  the  bright  aetiier  Inone  unmixt  with  groffer  air. 
At  length,  by  tedious  time  and  flow  degrees. 
Was  form'd  the  centre  of  uiifacliomu  leas, 

Made 
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Ma-le  of  large  globules,  which  th'  aerial  fphere 

By  motion  thiuri;  fioni  it,  and  fetrleci  here  j 

Then  fiift  the  ocean  knew  his  conftant  place, 

And  th'  azure  derp  unveil'd  Iiis  fmiling  face. 

'Tis  motion  makes  (u^hen  different  bodies  meet) 

What  gravity  we  call,  and  prefllng  weight; 

While  reftlcfs  fluids  ever  drive  below 

Bodies  more  folid,  or  that  move  too  flow. 

Long  roll'd  the  Sea  before  the  Earth  appear'd, 

No  DaAurcs  yet  we're  feen»  no  bleating  flocks  were  heard. 

Till  th'  ocean's  conftant  motion  clofer  preft 

An  earth}'  fcum,  which  gathering  flill  increased  j 

But  here  th'  intrinfic  fluids  ftill  remain, 

And  hard  eft  metal  will  its  flux  regain. 

Whene'er  dilTolv'd,  the  parts  their  freedom  know. 

And  with  new  jov  again  they  love  to  flow. 

He  fung,  how  Heaven,  difpleas'd  with  earthy  man, 
Difturb'd  the  feas  ;  how  all  the  mals  began 
To  move  enrag  d  ;  the  motion  thus  increas'd, 
Tlie  finking  earth  down  to  the  centre  prefs'd  ; 
Such  was  the  antient  deluge,  when  the  flood 
Pour'd  o'er  the  plains,  and  on  the  mountains  flood  j 
While  earth-born  mortals  too  abfurdly  teach 
That  (olid  bodies  to  the  centre  reach. 
Ere  land  was  fcen,  the  ocean  had  its  birth. 
And  now  th'  abyfs  fupports  the  fhallow  cruft  of  earth. 

Thus  Proteus  fung,  and  fung — yet  more  divine. 
How  fouls  unbody'u  acl,  and  how  incline  ; 
That  knowledge  now  is  at  the  heft  no  more, 
But  a  refearch  of  what  we  knew  before. 

The 
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The  foul,  as  yet  to  no  dull  body  join'd, 

Sees  all  Ideas  in  th'  Eternal  Mind ; 

The  native  beams  are  fullied  and  obfcur'd. 

And,  quench'd  at  once,  in  grolTer  clay  immur'd, 

T4II,  rouz'd  at  length  by  thought  and  ftudious  care. 

Like  latent  fparks  with  fudtlen  light  they  glare. 

Gladly  the  confcious  mind  the  hint  purfues. 

And  rifmg  images  with  wonder  views  i 

Now  finds  ihe  long  before  exigence  had, 

And  that  thofe  truths  were  rather  fo'ind  than  made. 

Thus  fcience  grafted  does  on  ignorance  grow  j 

Men  lofe  to  find,  and  turn  unwife  to  know. 

Folly  their  fancy 'd  knowledge  does  create  ;  "J 

The  greateft  hardfliip  this  of  human  fate,  f 

With  pain  they  learn,  what  they  with  eafe  forget.      -^ 

The  God  thus  ended  his  rayfiierious  lay, 
'When,  ruddy  to  the  waves,  funk  the  declining  day. 

ECLOGUE       IX. 

P  A  L  iE  M  O  N,     H  I  P  P  I  A  S. 

P  A  L  ^E  M  0  N. 

THE  hollow  winds  blow  hoarfely ;  as  they  fly, 
They  feem  to  plain,  and  every  puff's  a  %h. 
Tears  follow  fighs,  and  now  the  rainy  floods 
In  mournful  dreams  defcend  from  melting  clouds. 

H  I  P  P  I  A   S. 

Too  well  I  know,  tears  are  provok'd  by  fighs; 
Grief  fwells  the  heaving  bread:  ;  then  upwards  flics, 
And,  burfling,  vents  itfelf  through  weeping  eye* 

When 
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When  Mira  frowns,  I  fudden  fliowers  divine. 
The  clouds  are  hers,  but  all  the  drops  are  mine. 

P  A  L  ^  M  0  N. 

See'ft  thou  yon  beauteous  arch,  that  now  adorns 
And  gilds  the  watt.ry  clouds,  whofe  bending  horns 
Suck  up  th'  admiring  fea  -  how  bright  a  (how  ! 
What  lively  colours  pai.-.t  the  fliining  bow  1 
But,  ah  !  how  foon  its  waning  glories  fail, 
While  envious  mifts  and  duflcy  fhades  prevail! 
Such  beauty  is,  fo  flux,  fo  ciuickly  gone; 
Mira  will  foon  be  fcorn'd,  r.'vi  hardly  known  j 
When  with  wan  lips  her  eyes  look  faint  and  dead. 
And  all  the  Cupids  of  her  cheeks  are  fled. 

H   I  P  P  I   A   3. 

No  kind  amufement  can  my  thoug!its  remove  : 
My  foul  is  fix'd,  and  a'l  the  theme  i^  Love. 
Her  riling  cheeks,  let  round  with  iiosving  hair, 
Like  the  bright  moon  in  dewy  nig.  ro  appear, 
When  circli;:g  haloes  guard  fiom  her  the  fight 
Of  meaner  itars,  and  fhine  wi:h  borrcv.'d  light. 
Her  lips,  that  dear,  foft,  pouting,  juicy  pair, 
(Whofe  breathings  fweet  as  Eaflern  breezes  are) 
Invite  to  Love,  and  yet  deny  the  blifs, 
KitTcs  mvlte,  but  they  refufe  to  kifs. 

P  A  L  iR  M  O  N. 
Ungrateful  Love,  born  of  a  beauteous  face, 
Its  parent  rudely  kills,  fpoils  every  grace, 
And  fuliies  youthful  bloom  with  a  too  kind  embrace 
When  once  the  nymph  yields  up  her  envy'd  charms, 
All  to  be  rilled  in  the  Triton's  aim.s. 

She 
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She  grows  unwieldy,  and  her  c]\eeks  look  pale  j 
So  flowers  by  handling  fade,  fo  all  their  colours  fail, 

H  I  P  P  I  A   S. 

Since  beauty  fades,  why  fhould  the  Nymph  be  coy  ? 
Snatch  then  with  eager  hafte  the  fleeting  joy. 
In  fpite  of  wrinkled  age  and  eating  Time, 
Still  (hall  I  know  that  beauty  once  was  mine. 
When  a£lion  's  paft,  I  '11  on  refleilion  live, 
And  the  remembrance  (hall  the  hlifs  revive  j 
Such  lufcious  food  will  ever  leave  a  tarte. 
Fate  cannot  reach  the  pleafurc  that  is  paft. 

ECLOGUE      X. 
MERGE,        O     T     y     S. 

MERGE. 

OTYS,  begin 

Since  he  is  gone,  I  'il  fetch  him  to  my  ?.rms 
Bv  facred  fpells,  and  force  of  magic  charms. 
Search  in  the  (lime,  you  '11  find  the  Cramp-hfh  there, 
That,  chilling,  flops  whatever  fvvims  too  near  : 
You  '11  find  the  fiih,  that  flays  the  labouring  fliip, 
Though  ruffling  winds  drive  o'er  the  noii'y  deep': 
So  Phorbas,  while  from  me  he  perjur'd  flies, 
Is  ftruck  benumb'd,  and  fix'd  with  firange  furprize. 
Look  down  aufpicious  Moon  ;    too  well  you  know 
What  Love  will  force,  and  potent  charms  can  do. 

Take  here  and  drain  the  Sepia's  *  inky  juice. 
Sprinkle  the  fca,  and  fay,  **  1  thus  infufe 

*  The  Cuttlc-fiih.  One  fingular  property  of  this  fpecif  s 
t\3s  been  mentioned  in  p.  220.  Another,  not  lefs  remark- 
able, may  be  ffrtn  in  p.  z  54.     N. 

Sad 
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Sad  glooomy  thoughts  into  the  perjur'd  fwain, 
Till  he  relenting  figh,  and  turn  to  Love  again. 

Look  down,  aufpicious  Moon;  too  well  you  know 
\Vhat  Love  will  force,  and  potent  charms  can  do. 
Wreath  three  times  thrice  three  reeds,  and  feven  times 
round 
Tlie  chap^ets  wave  (llrange  virtues  have  been  found 
In  numbers  hid  ;  and  energy  divine, 
In  hgur'd  fpells,  and  the  myfierious  trinfe.) 

Look  down  aufpicious  Moon ;  too  well  you  know 
What  Love  will  force,  and  potent  charms  can  do. 
Take  here  the  ravenous  dog,  and  wound  him  through. 
Then  cry  aloud,  "  Phorbas,  I  flrike  for  you  !'' 
So  mav  his  foul  he  piercM  vAiU  fretting  pain, 
Till  he  relenting  figh,  and  turn  to  Love  again. 

Look  down,  aufpicious  IMoon;  too  wc]l  vou  know 
What  Love  will  force,  and  potent  charms  can  do. 
Go  fetch  ciry  weeds ;  they  lie  on  yonder  iilc :  -» 

Then  raife  in  corner'd  fquares  the  artful  pile,  J> 

And  force  tlie  kindled  heap  wiih  flam.ing  oil:  ^ 

So  may  liis  tortur'd  foul  in  anguifli  rnourn. 
And  as  th.c  pile,  fo  niay  tlic  Triton  burn. 

Look  doxvn,  aufpicious  Moon?  too  vveli  you  know 
What  Love  will  foixe,  and  potent  charms  can  do. 
I  hear  the  hollowing  elves,  and  midnight  {luiek 
Of  wandering  ghofls,  who  now  unbotiicd  feek 
Their  loft  abodes,  and  reftlcfs  evc;r  rcjam  ; 
Affiight,  ye  elves,  and  bring  my  PhorJjas  home. 

Look  down,  aufpicious  Moon;  too  well  you  know 
What  Love  will  force,  and  potent  chams  can  do. 
Vol.  V.  R  Whik 


jth  have,  flown ^  "| 
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While  now  the  flames  confume  the  facred  heap, 
Sing,  Ocys  ;  try  to  lull  my  foul  afleep ; 
Delightful  founds,  when  form'd  by  ftudious  art 
Will  kind  relief  a  while,  and  (lumbering  eafe  impart ; 
They  quell  fad  thoughts,  and  raife  from  black  defpair 
The  troubled  mind,  and  full  the  voice  of  care. 

o  T  y  s. 
Love  once  affay'd  to  fwim;   in  wanton  play 
He  labouring  ftrove  to  cut  the  liquid  way  : 
He  preft  the  waters  with  extended  arms, 
And,  as  he  mov'd,  difplay'd  a  thoufand  charm". 
When,  tir'u  with  fport,  he  would  at  length 
His  wings  were  clogg'd  with  wet,  and 
Fluttering  he  ilrove,  but  moifture  prell:  liim  down. 
The  God  of  Love  is  now  to  feas  confin'd, 
Ko  Triton  muft  be  proud,  or  Nymph  unkind. 

MERGE. 
Ceafe,  Otys ;  fee,  the  fiame  already  dies, 
Choak'd  with  dark  fmoaky  fumes,  that  circling  rife. 
Moifture  imbib'd  prelerves  the  reeking  heap  : 
Sad  f]gn  ! — 

"Nor  will  he  burn,  nor  fliall  I  ceafe  to  weep. 
In  vain  we  ftrive  :  no  artful  fpell  can  move, 
Ko  charm  will  force  unwilling  fouls  to  love. 

ECLOGUE      XL 

E     U     N     E. 
E  U  N  E,   a  beauteous  Nymph,  and  Triton  Swain, 
Agreed  a  while  to  leave  the  boundlefs  main  ; 
And  near  the  Ihore  unfeen  they  chofe  to  kifs, 
Where  no  Sea-rival  might  difturb  the  blifs. 

O'er- 
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O'ervvhelm'd  with  joy,  his  lips  fhe  gently  pred:, 

Then  murmuring  fell,  and  flept  upon  his  breaftj 

While  pieafing  dreams  pad  fcenes  of  Love  repeat. 

And  cooling  breezes  fan  the  fummer's  heat. 

Thus  as  fhe  lay  entranc'd,  the  wanton  air 

riay'd  on  her  mouth,  and  fported  with  her  hair : 

The  boy,  lefs  kind,  thus  as  flie  deeping  lay, 

Rofe  unpciceiv'd,  and  Hole  unheard  away, 

(For  men  once  fatiate,  when  the  rage  is  o'er, 

Will  curfe  that  beauty,  which  they  now  adore.) 

The  ebbing  tide  had  left  the  fandy  plain, 

^Vhcn  Eune  wak'd,  and  look'd,  but  look'd  in  vain. 

Sad  thoughts  and  black  defpair  pierc'd  through  her  foul. 

With  tears  flie  faw  the  diftant  billows  roll. 

She  found  herfelf  forfakcn  and  alone  ; 

The  Triton  abfent,  ai.d  tlic  water  gone. 

Grievous  fiie  moan'd  her  fa'.e,  and  weeping  faid  : 

"   Is  thus  my  love,  myeafy  love  bctray'd  ? 
Such  icorn  we  may  expc61',  nay  we  defer ve, 
When  wanton  fouls  from  fleady  virtue  fwerve. 
But,  ah!   inconflant  IMclvin,  and  ingrate, 
When  Love  was  ceas'd,  you  might  have  Ihown  yourhata, 
You  m\2\:i  bave  kill'd  me  with  thofc  faiLhlefi;  hands, 
Rather  than  leave  me  thus  on  parching  fands. 
Weil  mav  you  follow  the  inconfiant  lea. 
The  waves  are  falfe,  and  you  are  falfe  as  the\r. 
By  both  betray'd,  with  gnawing  hunger  pin'd, 
I  mufl  unpity'd  die,  and —  die  for  being  kind. 
Farewell,  ye  fifter-nymphs,  believe  no  more, 
.Nor  truil  the  youth,  nor'truft  the  Iiated  fliore. 

R  z  Farewell, 


244        MISCELLANY     POEMS. 
Farewell,  ye  diftant  waves  ;  you  I  forgive,  "^ 

Well  might  you  tickle  prove,  and  Eune  leave,  t 

When  he,  who  lov'd  fo  luuch,  vet  could  deceive.        J 
Farewell,  ye  fportive  filh,  and  beauteous  Ihells, 

.  And  fhining  pearls,  that  grow  in  rocky  cells. 
Whofe  poiifh'd  orbs,  on  twigs  of  coral  ftrung, 
Around  my  neck  the  perjur'd  Mclvin  hung. 
Farewell,  ye  fongs,  tliat  once  were  thought  to  pleafe, 
My  voice  {hall  calm  no  more  the  liftcning  feas. 

i:  Unhappy  fate  of  the  foft  yielding  Maid  ! 
Whoever  loves,  is  fure  to  be  betray'd." 

Thus  the  defpairing  Nvmph  complain'd  alone. 
Till,  faint  with  grief,  and  tir'd  with  piteous  moan. 
When  kinder  deep  again  with  calm  iurprize 
Sooth'd  all  her  pair.,  and  clos'd  her  willing  eyes ; 
And  now  returning  waves  by  How  degiees 
Move  on  the  beach,  and  llretch  the  widen'd  Teas, 
Melvin  approaches  with  the  riling  tide. 
And  in  his  arms  enfolds  his  fleeping  bride. 
Eune,  awake,  with. wonder  view'd  around; 
The  fea  was  near,  and  the  lofl  Lover  found. 
*'  Ah  !   do  I  now,  or  did  I  dream  before, 
Cries  the  fond  Nymph,  when,  on  the  barren  fiiorc, 
Left  by  the  fea  and  you,  fo  long  1  mourn'd  ; 
How  were  you  gene,  or  Vvhence  are  you  retumM  ?'* 

•  **  Wm  dreams,  reply'd  the  wily  youth,  deceive 

■  Your  wandering  thoughts,  and  falfe  imprtfiions  leave." 
He  faid,  and  kifs'd  the  iNvmph;  fhe  kifs'd  again, 
And,  bleft  with  MeUin's  fmiks,  for2;ot  her  pain. 

"ecloguf 
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ECLOGUE      xrr. 

MUREX,       GLAUCtJS. 

M   U   R   E  X. 

SEE'ST  thou  yon  fleet  that  flowlv  moves  in  ftate? 
The  fea  has  Tcarce  a  depth  to  hear  the  preffing  weight*  . 

G  L  A  U  C   U  S. 

Thefe  every  fhore  has  feen ;   all  chmates  know. 
As  far  as  land  extend,  or  waters  flow. 
Lacon  '*  the  chief,  who  guides  the  floating  hofl, 
As  late  1  heard,  when  near  the  Britifh  coafl 
Unleen  I  flood,  while  thus  a  tifliing  Twain 
Half-frozen  faid,  and  to  his  mate  hegan  : 

I      FISHERMAN. 

"  Pity,  ye  Gods,  and  thaw  the  rigid  frofc ; 

My  hands  are  fliff,  and  all  my  feeling  lofl:. 

The  Moon  with  fliarpen'd  horns  looks  coldly  bri^htj 

And  thus  augments  the  chillnefs  of  the  night. 

Bright  icy  Ipangles  gild  the  Ihiiiing  oar, 

And  fnowy  flakes  have  whiten'd  all  the  fhorc. 

How  curft  the  fate  !  Iiow  hard  the  filher's  lot, 

To  toil  for  ever  thus,  and  toil  for  nought  I 

Midfr  all  the  gioom  and  horrors  of  tlie  night, 

When  rambling  elves  and  fhrieking  ghuib  affrigiit, 

On  reftlefs  waters  we  are  labouring  10 ft, 

To  catch  the  falling  ice  and  liuary  frofr ; 

W^hile  the  foft  dames  of  ihe  luxuiious  town 

On  yielding  beds  are  laid,  and  every  clown, 

When  night  draws  near,  unyokes  the  willing  beaft, 

Then  eats  his  fill ;  and,  thus  by  Heaven  blefl, 

On  fmelling  heaps  of  ftraw  he  takes  unenvv'd  refl: 

*  Sir  John  Leake,  the  celebrated  Admiral.     N. 

R   3  Or 
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Or  elfe  deceives  a  while  the  winter-nights 
With  pleafmg  tales,  and  flories  feign'd  of  fprites. 
With  waking  care,  when  we  at  length  have  caught 
The  mighty  prize,  we  fo  impatient  fought ; 
T^e  fqueamilh  town  reje£i8  it  all  with  fcorn. 
And  empty  we  with  fruitlefs  pain  return. 

O  !  might  I  live  content  a  fhepherd  fwain, 
And  fit  on  graffy  vales,  and  view  the  circling  plain  ! 
How  bleft  were  I,  would  me  the  gods  allow 
To  goad  the  ox,  and  hold  the  bending  plow; 
Or  on  the  rifmg  ridge  with  equal  hand 
To  flrow  the  fcatter'd  feeds,  and  flock  the  furrow'd  land! 

G  L  A  u  c  u  s. 
Thus  he  ;   but  th'aged  fire,  whofe  hoarv  head 
Had  feen  more  years,  with  calm  experience  faid  : 

2     F  I   S   H   E   R   xM   A  N. 

<'  Alas  !  their  fortune  is  of  all  the  vvorft; 
Each  man  (himfelf  a  judge)  is  truly  curft. 
Through  ignorance  we  commend  a  life  unknown^ 
And  praife  another's  ftate,  and  grieve  our  own; 
While  he  as  much  complains,  is  pin'd  with  care. 
And  gladly  would  exchange  his  envy'd  Ihare. 
The  Gods  on  us  a  daily  feaft  beflow, 
For  which  no  price  we  pay,  no  thanks  we  owe. 
The  Cod  (delicious  food  !)  Mullets  and  Soles, 
And  fhining  Mackerel,  fvvim  for  us  in  ftioals. 
Such  fare  the  wealthy  citizen  will  prize, 
Ev'n  when  they  flink  (long  kept),  and  we  defpife  ; 
Wiiile  on  four  herbs  the  Ihepherds  poorly  feed, 
Or  faplefs  checfe  and  crufls  of  mouldy  bread  ; 

Oi- 
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Or  if  by  chance  a  ftraggling  lamb  be  drovvn'd. 

With  fighs  he  eats  what  he  with  forrow  found  : 

He  grieves  his  lofs,  and  ever  is  in  pain 

By  fnowy  winters,  or  by  fummer's  rain. 

All  do  nor  love  in  clotting  fields  to  fvveat, 

Where  clayey  fallows  clog  the  labouring  feet, 

Bur  who  's  not  pleas 'd  to  walk  on  eafy  fand, 

While  waving  heaps  are  by  the  Zephyrs  fann'd, 

And  wanton  gales,  that  whiftle  in  the  weeds, 

From  flowing  grafs  difperfe  the  riper  feeds  ? 

Who  will  not  gather  the  deferted  fliells, 

Or  climb  fteep  rocks,  and  fearch  the  hollow  Cells 

For  hidden  eggs,  while  all  the  birds  in  vain 

Fly  forrowing  round,  and  with  loud  threats  complain  ? 

No  earthy  fumes,  or  noify  infecl,  here 

Difturb  or  taint  the  unmolefted  air. 

Venus  protecls  the  fea,  froni  whence  flic  came. 

And  love  in  water  can  preferve  his  flame  j 

The  Nyrnph  to  leafy  v^oods  and  (hady  groves 

The  fea  prefei^  ;   the  ka  the  Tricon  loves ; 

Lacon  the  fea  perfers  to  flowery  meads. 

And  o'er  unfathom'd  depths  the  navy  leads. 

While  he  defends  our  ifle  from  hoftilc  fleets, 

The  fiflier  undifiurb'd  at  leifure  fits  ;  . 

His  nets  fecure  fear  noughi  but  waves  and  wind,. 

Or  boifleroui  fifh,  who  will  not  be  coofin'd 

Lacon  will  not  dcfpife  the  fi(hcr't>  cott, 

But  plcafing  looks,  and  often  hails  our  boat. 

If  e'er  he  comes  again,  he  has  from  me 

Tlie  choiccll  fpoils  of  all  the  rifled  fea, 

R  4  Buck- 
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Buckhorn,  and  faired  Cod,  Sprats  fmoak'd  and  dry. 
And  Oyfters  that  unfhell'd  in  pickle  lie." 

G   L   A  U  C   U  S. 

He  faid  ;   and  from  him  fliook  the  falling  ice, 
When  to  him  thus  th' enliven'd  youth  replies: 

1  FISHERMAN. 

"  Lacon  ! — The  name  has  thaw'd  my  flagnate  blood  : 
It  fprings  through  every  vein  ;   I  feel  the  circling  flood. 
No  midnigiit  chills  can  harm,  nor  falling  fleet ; 
Jov  fills  the  foul,  and  fpreads  diftufive  heat, 
Though  the  bright  moon,  and  every  fiiining  Rar, 
Encreafethe  cold,  and  wet  the  piercing  air. 
V/ho  Lacon  loves,  him  may  the  Nvmphs  attend. 
And  from  the  fhelves,  and  rocks  unfeen  defend  ! 
Who  Lacon  hate  *  (if  there  be  fuch),  may  they, 
Dafti'd  in  rough  ftorms,  fmk  down  to  tifh  a  grateful  prey! 
Would  he  permit,  I'd  leave  my  fiiliing  oars, 
.  And  venture  on  the  main  to  diftant  Ihores. 
I  am  no  ftranger  to  the  feas,  and  know 
What'tis  to  dance  on  waves,  when  winds  too  rudely  blow." 

2  FISHERMAN. 

Fond  youth  (returns  the  fire)  wilt  thou  compare 
Thefe  rotten  boats  to  mighty  lliips  of  war  ? 
V/hofe  fteady  bulks  can  flem  the  ocean-floods. 
And  with  their  mads  o'er-look  the  flitting  clouds  ? 
Werr  thou  to  climb  that  height,  a  flrange  furprize 
Would  lofe  thy  hold,  and  rum  thy  fvviming  eyes. 
Ambition  fuits  not  him,  whofe  birth  js  mean  ; 
The  Gods  defpife  the  proud,  and  love  the  humble  fwain.'' 

*  Sir  John  Leake  was  at  that  time  h'gli   in  favour  both 
at  court  and  with  the  ncticn  it  large.     N. 

6   L    A  U- 
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G  L   A  U  C  U  S. 
He  faid  ;  and  ended  thus  th'  alternate  fong : 
I  drove  the  fifh;  and  the  unthinking  throng 
Prefs  to  their  boat,  and  fill  the  fwelling  net ; 
They  joyous  feize  the  prey,  and  all  their  pain  forget» 


ECLOGUE        XIII. 
MUR^NA,       CHROMIS. 

M  V  Vi  JE  N   A. 

WHO  knows  what  Heaven's  decree  for  man  defign'd^ 
Or  what 's  the  certain  doom  of  human  kind  r 
Who  knows  his  former,  or  his  future  ftate. 
And  fecrets  teeming  in  the  womb  of  Fate  ? 
Th'  Angelic  orders  fure  look  down,  and  fmile, 
While  we  flill  judge  amifs,  and  ftill  for  nothing  toil. 
He  finds  his  own  defe6ls,  who  thinks  the  molj^  "i 

That  Reafon  makes  us  wretched,  which  we  boaft,       > 
And  men  are  always  prudent  to  their  cofl.  J 

The  earth-born  mortal,  when  he  round  him  fee^ 
The  flowery  paflures  and  the  budding  trees. 
Is  fondly  proud,  admires  his  fancied  home. 
And  thinks  that  all  were  made  for  him  alone  j 
That  Heaven  to  him,  as  Lord,  this  world  entruHis, 
And  gives  a  fovereign  fway  ;  that  all  things  muft 
Obey  his  will,  and  gratify  his  luft. 
While  he  forgets  the  ocean's  waterv  mafs, 
Whofe  boundlefs  depths  the  fcanty  earth  furpafs ; 
Where  thoufand  different  kinds  of  living  forms 
Lie  hid  in  the  abyfs,  and  brave  the  diftanc  florms. 

C  H  R  0- 
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C   H   R   0   M  I   S. 

And  thoufands  more  as  beautiful  as  thefc 

(Unknown  to  us)  m?v  fport  in  diftant  feas. 

Who  then  would  vainly  flrive  with  curious  pride 

To  find  what  Heaven  has  to  our  fearch  denied, 

When,  ignorant  of  our  home,  we  cannot  guefs 

At  half  the  ftore  and  riches  we  poffefs? 

Better  would  humbly  we  ourfelves  contain 

Within  our  reach,  and  not  indulge  our  pain. 

When  once  the  foul  fhall  quit  this  earthly  cafe. 

And  fly  unbodied  in  the  endlefs  fpace, 

The  efifences  of  things  Ihall  all  appear, 

And  naked  forms  (as  in  themfelves  they  were). 

Nature  will  then  unlock  her  fecret  ftore  : 

The  veil  of  fenfe  fhall  hide  her  face  no  more. 

Mean  while  enough  we  are  allow'd  t'  enjov, 

T'  improve  our  reafcn,  and  cur  thoughts  employ. 

Locfe  not  too  much  the  reins  to  wild  dclire:        fafpire. 

Shrimps  may  not  grow  to  Crabs,  nor  Orks  to  Whales 

We  fee  enough  to  pleafe  our  labouring  minds, 

How  Nature  fports  herfelf  in  antic  kinds. 

A  thoufand  different  forms  we  hourly  view. 

And  through  moift  paths  the  flying  fhoals  purfue. 

Who  can  with  all  his  painful  fearch  declare 
What  curious  art  indents  the  branched  Star  ? 
Or  how  in  harden'd  Ihell  by  Ihining  faeams 
It  imitates  the  fun's  diffufive  beams  ? 

The  Shaik  with  pointed  teeth  is  arm'd  for  prey  j 
He  breaks  through  all,  and  clears  the  liquid  way  *; 

*  See  Goldfmlth's  account  of  the  Shark,  and  its  attendant 
the  Remora  or  Sucking-filh,  in  his  f.xth  vohimc,  p.  24a.    N. 

While 


} 
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While  tlie  fond  Sucking-fifii  (a  harmlefs  breed) 
With  faftened  lips  fupply  the  daily  need, 
And  with  a  mouth  unarm'd  they  clinging  feed. 
No  lovefick  Nymph's  or  wanton  Triton's  kifs 
Is  half  fo  lading,  or  fo  clofe  as  his. 

The  Urchins  *  are  by  nature  fenc'd  around  ; 
None  dares  approach  ;  for  with  a  touch  they  wound. 
Wrapt  up  within  themfelves  they  guarded  lie, 
And  to  their  own  embrace  for  fafety  fly. 

In  vain  the  fifliers  for  the  Glanis  wait  ; 
He  leaves  the  hook,  and  takes  the  eafy  bait. 
So  Ino,  when  by  love  I  would  have  won. 
Seizes  my  heart,  but  ftill  fecures  her  own. 

Fifh  vainly  curious  will  each  vear  retire 
To  frefher  ftreams,  and  novel  floods  admire; 
Fools,  to  exchange  their  waves,  and  native  deep 
For  noify  brooks  that  o'er  the  pebbles  creep  ! 
They  wifely  are  content,  who  don't  efteem 
A  taftelefs  river,  of  a  lliallow  flream. 

When  fifhers  fing,  the  Puffins  t  to  their  boats 
Unweening  prefs  to  hear  the  ruder  notes  ; 
Though  proudly  they  efcape  th'  inviting  bait, 
In  fofter  words  they  find  a  furer  fate. 
Who  then  will  dare  approach  the  Syren's  tongue. 
Or  who  untouch'd  can  hear  Leucofia's  fong  ? 
Though  Chromis  'fcape  the  fury  of  her  eyes, 
Her  voice  o'ertakes  him,  and  in  vain  he  flies. 

The  Sargus,  emblem  of  unbounded  lull, 
Is  always  falfe,  and  to  his  bride  upjult; ; 
And,  not  content  o'er  all  the  fea  to  range. 
And  thus  pollute  himfelf  with  daily  change,  Pur- 

^  *  See  Goldfmith,  vol.  VII.  p.  61.  N.     f  lb.  VI.  p.  96.  N. 
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Purfues  forbidden  love,  and  fondly  doats 

On  earth-bom  kinds,  and  courts  the  feeding  goats. 

But  the  kind  Mullets  are  a  conllant  pair,- 

They  (each)  ftill  fix  to  one,  and  feek  no  other  fair. 

The  bearded  Prawn  's  a  lively  inftance  made 
Of  mutual  kindnefs,  and  of  friendly  aid. 
He  the  gay  Pearl  attends  with  fludious  care, 
And  in  the  common  prey  commands  a  fhare. 
The  Pearl  is  dull,  though  gaudy  in  his  iliell, 
(For  wit  but  feldom  will  with  beauty  dwell)  ; 
But  the  fly  Prawn  can  fecret  figns  convey. 
And  with  a  touch  forewarns  to  feize  the  prey, 
While  the  deceitful  rays,  and  fpangled  fight. 
To  certain  death  th' admiring  throng  invite. 
(Pleafures  indulg'd  repenrcd  are  too  lare. 
And  they  like  us  to  beauty  owe  their  fate  ! 

M  U  R  .^   N   A. 

I  fee  a  Nymph,  who  in  the  liouid  maze  -i 

Now  fporting  dives,  and  with  a  Dolphin  plays,  V 

fOn  whom  I  could  unwearied  ever  gaze  :  ) 

When  (lie  appears,  I  need  no  other  tiieme 
To  make  my  daily  care,  or  nightly  dream. 
That  fair-one  has  enough  t'  engrofs  the  whole, 
To  take  up  every  thought,  and  fill  the  Toul. 
Ah  !  might  thefe  arms  entwine  that  world  of  love^ 
In  vain  reftarches  I'd  no  longer  rove  j 
Thus  pleas'd,  I'd  be  content  to  know  no  more, 
Or  to  forget  e'en  what  I  knew  before. 
Happily  ignorant,  I  v/ould  defpife 
T)k  curious  learning  of  the  vainly  wife.  ■ 

4  ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE        XIV, 
'A    L     C     O     N,         C     H     A     L    C     I    S. 
CETE,  a  Nymph  (confcious  of  beauty),  ftrove 
To  expofe  her  charms,  and  every  grace  improve; 
Now  wanton  div'd,  now  with  an  haughty  air 
In  circling  linglets  twifl  her  flowing  hair, 
Chalcis  and  Alcon  at  a  diftance  flood ; 
Their  vviftful  eyes  with  fudden  tranfport  glow'd. 
Too  foon  they  fear'd  to  lofe  the  pleafing  fight, 
And  would  the  Nymph  to  longer  (lay  invite. 
Alternate  fongs  the  Rival-youths  compftre, 
And,  changing,  thus  engage  the  lillening  Fair. 

ALCON. 

The  Lamprey  v.-ill  admit  the  Serpent's  *  love, 
And  Nature  does  th'  unequal  match  approve; 
But  hrft  fhe  makes  the  fpoule  himfelf  difarm, 
And  leave  behind  the  poifon,  that  would  harm  : 
But  we  court  love  with  its  attending  ills ; 
A  deadly  draught  the  bitter  potion  fills. 
Happy  the  Nymph,  happy  the  Tritons  were, 
If  thofe  Vv'ere  innocent,  and  thefe  fincere. 

CHALCIS, 

The  Dolphins  are  to  meaner  fifh  preferr'd. 
And  made  the  chief  of  all  the  finny  herd. 
They  love  promote,  and  the  hid  Nymph  betray'd, 
When  Neptune  fought  in  vain  the  fearful  maid  : 
Though  coy  fiie  fled,  the  Dolphins  were  as  fleet. 
And  told  the  God,  and  fliew'd  the  clofe  retreat. 
So  tell,  ye  fifh,  where  Cete  hides  below, 
And  may  the  God  yet  greater  gifts  beflow. 

*  Of    the  Elops,  or  Sea-ferpcr.t,  f<.e  Goldfmith,  Vol.  Vl. 
P-304'     N.  AL- 
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A  L  C   O  N. 

How  can  ths  Nymph  be  either  true  or  kind, 
Bred  up  with  waves,  and  us'd  to  noify  wind  ? 
Things  here  are  cruel  all ;  with  mutual  rage 
Devour  each  other,  and  for  food  engage. 
On  their  own  fpawn  the  gracelefs  Tunnies  feed. 
And  joyous  feaft  on  the  enliven'd  feed. 
So  wayward  beauty  its  own  offspring  hates, 
And  kills  the  paflion  which  itfelf  creates. 

C   H  A  L  C  I   S. 

All  are  not  cruel,  but  fome  harmlefs  feed, 
And  eat  the  flinie,  or  bite  the  fwimming  weed  ; 
Nay,  there  are  thofe  live  by  a  conftant  kifs, 
And  to  each  other  owe  their  life  and  blifs. 
When  fifliers  for  the  female  Sepia  *  wait. 
If  fhe  be  caught,  they  need  no  fecond  bait ; 
The  conftant  Male  will  Hill  the  Fair  attend, 
And  mocks  the  net,  and  glories  in  his  end. 

A  L  C   O   N. 

When  the  mild  fpring,  or  fmiling  calms,  invite, 
The  wanton  fifh,  in  love  and  gay  delight. 
Arc  fporting  feen,  but  foon  are  hid  below. 
When  ftorms  begin,  and  winds  in  anger  blow. 
But,  Triton,  there  arc  fome,  who,  truly  brave, 
Ev'n  court  the  ftorms,  and  mock  the  rifing  wave. 
So  love  is  heightened  by  oppofmg  frowns ; 
Scorn  cannot  heal,  but  may  repeat  the  wounds. 

c  H  A  L  c  I  s. 
I  hate  the  fhore;  for  there  thj  troubled  deep 
■Rowls  all  its  filth,  and  forms  a  noifome  heap. 
The  dying  dolphins  to  the  Ihore  repair. 
Nor  vvould  in  death  pollute  the  purer  air. 
*  Sec  above,  p.  2  lo,  240.     N- 
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Ev'ti  when  a  cooling  breeze  from  airy  fields 
In  fummers  heat  a  kind  refrefhmenc  yields, 
I  clioofe  to  fray,  where  depthlefs  waters  flow. 
And  fporc  with  fifh  above,  or  dive  below. 

A  L  C   O   N. 

Ah  '  wretched  feas,  alway  averfe  to  fleep ; 

Here  ravenous  fifii  their  conftant  watches  keep  : 

With  reftlefs  pain  they  cut  the  tracklefs  way, 

And  feize  the  fpoil,  and  feafl  upon  the  prey. 

But  though  we  wake,  no  hopes  the  toil  repay. 

In  vain  by  night  we  figh,  or  fmg  by  day  ; 

Nor  may  in  tuneful  fong  our  paffion  tell, 

The  Nymphs  defpife  the  voice,  and  dread  the  louder  (hell. 

C  H  A   L  C  I  S. 

Art  muft  be  us'd,  when  force  will  not  prevail. 
Snares  wily  laid,  and  cunning,  fcldom  fail. 
I  've  feen  the  Crab,  and  how  with  fly  deceit 
He  patient  will  the  opening  Oyfter  wait: 
Then  with  a  ftone  prevents  the  clofing  fliell. 
And  tears  the  ravifli'd  prey  from  its  unguarded  cell. 
Th'  unhappy  fifli  has  all  his  fweets  expos'd, 
O'ercome  by  craft,  and  can  no  more  be  clos'd. 


Cete  well  pleas'd  thus  far  the  Tritons  heard, 
Then  funk  beneath,  and  as  Ihe  difappcar'd 
On  Chalcis  fmil'd,  for  Chalcis  was  prcferr'd ; 
So  well  he  lov'd,  that  the  tranfported  boy 
Could  fcarce  fuft:ain  the  vafl:  impetuous  joy. 
While  lucklefs  Alcon  knit  his  angry  brow; 
His  looks  fad  rage,  and  deep  refentment  fhow, 
And  quick  he  dives  to  weep  unfeen  below. 

S  O  R  T  E  S 
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SORTES     VIRGILIAN^. 
KING    CHARLES    THE    FIRST'S*. 
T>UT,  vex'd  with  Rebels,  and  a  llubborn  race, 
■*"^  His  country  banifl:j'd,  and  his  Son's  embrace, 
Some  Foreign  Prince  for  fruitlefs  fuccours  try, 
And  fee  his  Friends  ingloriouily  die. 
!Nor,  when  he  fhali  to  fairhlefs  terms  fubmir, 
"His  Throne  enjoy,  nor  comfortable  light  j 
But  immature  a  fhameful  death  receive. 
And  on  the  ground  th'  unburied  body  leave  f . 

*  Charles  I,  being  at  Oxford  during  the  Civil  wars,  went 
out  one  day  to  fee  the  Public  Library  ;  where  he  was  ihewii 
among  other  books,  a  Virgil  neatly  printed,  and  exquifitely 
bound.  The  Lord  Falkland,  to  divert  the  King,  would  have 
his  Majefty  make  a  ti'ial  of  his  fortune  by  the  Sortes  Virgilia- 
nce;  which  every  body  knows  was  an  ufual  kind  of  augury 
fome  ages  paft.  On  the  King's  opening  the  book,  the  period 
which  happened  to  come  up  was  that  part  of  Dido's  impreca- 
tions againft  jEneas,  ^'  At  hello  audacis,  &c."  JEn.  iv.  611;. 
It  Is  faid.  King  Charles  feemed  concerned  at  this  accident; 
and  that  the  Lord  Falkland,  obferving  it,  would  likewife  try 
his  own  fortune  in  the  fame  manner ;  hoping  he  might  fall 
upon  fome  paflage  that  could  have  no  relation  to  his  cafe, 
and  thereby  divert  the  King's  thoughts  from  any  impreffion 
the  other  might  have  upon  him.  But  the  place  that  Lord 
Falkland  ftumbled  upon  was  yet  more  fuited  to  his  defliny, 
than  the  other  had  been  to  the  King's;  being  the  fti-ong  ex- 
preffion  of  Evander,  upon  the  untimely  death  of  his  fon, 
**  Non  haec,  O  Palla,  &c."  lEn.  xi.  152.  See  Welwood's 
Memoirs.  N. 

-}•  See  Dryden's  verlion  of  this  raflage,  Englilh  Poets,  vol. 
XVIII.  p.  66.  *  THE 
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THE    LORD    Falkland's*. 
O  Pallas,  this  was  not  thy  proniis'd  vow, 
To  curb  thy  fire,  and  fliun  the  cruel  foe. 
Thy  Father  fear'd  thy  forward  youthful  flame, 
^'he  fweet  defire  of  praife  and  warlike  fame. 
O  l.aplefs  fruits  of  youth  !   Ah,  fatal  coll 
Of  neighl)our  wars !  Ah,  vows  to  Heaven  lofl  ? 

ON  A  DIMINUT-IVE  G  EN  T  L  E  Tvl  A  N  '  S 
COURTING  A  FINE  YOUNG  LADY. 
/"^  [ANTS,  that  durRinvade  the  Sky, 
^^    By  wrathful  Powers  were  doom'd  to  die; 
I  Shall  better  fate  this  Pigmy  (hare. 
Who  dares  attempt  a  heavenly  Fair? 

They  took  a  lefs  furprizing  flight, 
For  towering  boldnefs  fuits  with  height ; 
But  when  a  Dwarf  would  flrangely  rife, 
Wiiat  wretched  figure  mocks  our  eves ! 

Corre£l  his  rafhnefs.  Nymph  Divine? 
Yon  want  not  lightning  thus  to  fliinc  ; 
Strike  this  abfurd  afiailant  dead, 
And  make  the  grave  his  bridal  bed. 

The  lofty  tree  to  Heaven  afpires  ; 
\nd  who  can  blame  his  bold  defires? 
ris  for  that  end  he  fcems  fo  grown, 
^nd  tliercfore  's  wonder'd  at  by  none. 

But  if  fome  humble  flirub  would  fuar, 
leant  for  the  ground,  and  nothing  more  ; 
11  his  pretending  Folly  chide, 

ud  laugh  at  its  prepofterous  Pride. 

■'•■•  Sf-e  Dryden'stranrjation,  Englilh  Poets,  voh  XIX.  p.  S. 
t   Vol.,  V.  S  H  Y  M  N 
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HYMN      TO      H  Y  M  E  N. 
SET    TO    MUSIC    BY    MR.    D  A  V  I  S. 

FROM  THE  OXFORD  AND  CAMBRIDGE  MISCELLANY. 

T  TEAR,  Hymen,  hear  our  prayer, 
And  blefs  diis  happy  Pair; 
Great  God,  to  thy  propitious  power, 

Our  every  blifs  we  owe  ; 
With  joy  we  walle  each  lonely  hour, 

And  live  like  thee  below. 
Vouchfate  a  while  to  want  thy  native  fkies, 

Thy  grateful  influence  to  Ihed 

On  Henrietta's  nuptial  bed. 
And  lig!'t  iliv  torch  at  Henrietta's  eyes  ! 

1  j'ee  the  blooming  Bride  advance. 
To  bids  her  Lord's  embrace; 

Ten  thoufand  Beauties  round  her  dance. 
And  revel  in  her  face. 
Bright  omens  about  her  all  happily  crowd. 

See  !  Cupid  defcends  in  a  cloud  ! 
With  his  bov.'  and  his  quiver,  and  Ineezes  aloud. 
Jo  tuneful  order  march  the  Spheres  along, 
And  Heaven  itfelf  (lands  reveal'd  in  a  Song. 

Then,  Hymen,  blefs  this  beauteous  Pair, 

And  make  them  happy  as  they're  fairj 

Let  no  duil  care  about  them  rove. 

But  a'l  be  Ecftacy  and  Love  : 

Domeftic  ftrife  be  far  away. 

Let  both  comr»and,  and  l)oth  obey  ! 

O  ^ 


i 
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0^'    THE    DEATH    OF  A   BELOVED  WIFE*. 

BY    HER    HUSBAND,    [MR.    B  I  R  C  H  f  .J 

WRITTEN     OxV     HER     COFFIN. 

'^  TT"  H  T  L  E  pining  anguifli,  wild  dcfpair, 
Increafc  my  pangs,  prolong  my  care  ; 
Pepiiv'd  of  all  my  foul  held  dear, 
Inchanti!;g  joy,  nnd  love  iincere  j 

While 

-  Thefe  verfcs  were  infeitcd  in  Mrs.  Rowe's  mifcellaneous 
^vorks,  and  are  fpokea  of  by  that  ingenious  lady,  as  m:ghtbe 
^xpeftecl,  in  terms  of  approbation.  They  appeared  iikewife 
in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  ;  and  Mr.  Birch  himfclfprint- 
<td  a  number  of  them  in  a  feparate  paper,  to  be  given  away 
among  his  friends.  See  the  Biographia  Brit.  art.  Birch.    N. 

f  This  valuable  hiftorical  and  biographical  writer  was 
born  in  the  parifh  of  St.  John,  Clcrken-well,  on  the  23d  of 
^Novcnober,  1705.  His  parents  were  both  of  them  Q^.akers  ; 
and  his  father,  Jofeph  Birch,  was  a  coffee  mill-maker  by 
trac'f.  Mr.  Jofeph  Birch  endeavoured  to  bring  up  his  foii 
to  his  own  buiinefs;  but  fo  ardent  was  the  youth's  paluoii 
for  reading,  that  he  folicitcd  his  father  to  be  nu-iulgcd  in  this 
inclination,  promifing,  in  that  cafe,  to  provide  for  himfelt. 
The  tirft  fchool  he  went  to  was  at  Hemel-Hcmllcd  in  Hcrr- 
fordihire.  It  v/as  kept  by  John  Owen,  a  rigid  Quaker,  for 
whom  Mr.  Birch  afterwards  officiated  fome  little  while  as  a-.i 
ullier.  The  next  fchool  was  kept  by  oneWelby,  near  TurnmiJl- 
flreet,  Clerkenwell,  who  never  had  above  eight  or  ten  fcholars 
St  a  time, whom  he  profciTcdto  in  ftruft  in  the  Latin  tongue  in  a 
S  z  vtar 
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While  round  the  gloomy  fcene  's  clifplay'tl, 
And  Death  ftill  deepens  every  Ihade  : 
Sad,  filent,  dark,  the  pomp  of  woe! 
Shall  Sorrow's  eye  forbear  to  flow? 
Flow  ftill,  ye  tears!  ye  fighs,  complain! 
• —  But  fighs  and  tears  alike  are  vain ! 
See  there  all  pale  and  dead  fiie  lies  ! 
For  ever  flow,  my  dreaming  eves  ! 
Fly,  Hymen,  with  extinguifh'd  fires! 
Fly,  nuptial  bliis,  ar.d  chalk-  dcfires ! 

Cleora's 

year  and  3  half.  To  him  Mr.  Birch  was,  like-.vife,  an  ii^hcr  ;  as 
he  alfo  aftervv'ards  was  to  Mr.  Befle,  the  famous  Quaker,  in 
George's  Court  in  St.  John's  Lane,  who  publiihed  thepofthu- 
Tnous  works  of  Claridge.     It  is  farther  faid  that  he  went  to 
Ireland  with  Dean  Smedley ;  but  in  what  year,   and  how 
long  he  refided  with  the    Dean,  cannot  ncH,v  be  afcertained. 
Smedlev  puhlUhed   in    172S    "A   Specimen   of  an  nniverfal 
View  ot  all  the  Eminent  Writers  on  u\e   Holy  Scriptures; 
being  a  Colieclion  of  the  dlfiertations,  explications,   and   opi- 
nions of  learned  men,  in  all  ages,  concerning  the  difficult  paf- 
fages  and  obfcure  texts  of  the  Bible  ;  and  of  whaifoever  is   to  | 
be  met  with,  in  profane  authors,  which  may  contribute   to-  i 
wards  the  better  underftanding  of  them."      This   extenfivc  * 
■undertaking  was  intended  to  have  been  comprlfed  in  two  large  J 
folio  volumes:   had  the    plan  proceeded^  it   is  no   very  far-  J 
fetched  conjecture  to  fuppofe   that   Mr.   Birch  was  to    have 
oeen  an  affifrant.     He  was  indefatigable  in   his   application, 
and  ftole  many  hours  from  ficep  to  increafe  his  flock  of  knov.-- 
ledge.     By  this  unremitting  diligence,  though  he  had   not 
the  happinefs  of  an  univerlity  education,  he  foon  became  qna- 

lilied 
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Cleora  's  fled,  tlie  lovelieft  mind  ; 

Faith,  fweetnefs,  vvir,  together  join'd. 

— Dwelt  faith,  and  wit,  and  fvveetnefs  here?       r 

O  view  the  change,  and  drop  a  tear! 

Once  in  thefe  eyes  each  grace  was  feen, 

And  love  and  mildnefs  Ihone  ferene; 

Once  fofc  perfuafion  tun'd  her  tongue. 

As  truth  fincere,  and  fweet  as  fong  ; 

Once  thii,  cold  hand  could  touch  the  lyre, 

And  every  tender  thought  infpire: 

KoCV 

llificd  to  take  holy  orders  in  the  church   of  England,    to   the 

furprize  of  his  acquaintance.    It  is  not  precifely  known  Vv'hfr* 

this  event  took  place;  but  it  mud  have  been  as  earlv  as  1728. 

In  the  fame  year  he   married   the  dr.ugitcr  of  tlie  Rev.  Mr. 

Cox,  to  whom  he  was  curate  ;    and  in  this  union  lie  was    fin- 

rularly  happy  :  but  his  felicity  v/as  of  jhort  duration,   ISTrs. 

Birch  dying  in  lefs  than  twelve  months  after  their  marriage. 

Fhe  d.forder  which  carried  her  off  was  a  puerperal  fever,  and 

Imolf  In  the  very  article  of  her  death  ihe  wrote  to   her  huf- 

and  the  following  letter:  '' J"ly  3'>^7-9' 

**  This  day  I   return  you,    mv  dcarcfl  life,   my   lincere,. 

earty  thanks,  for  every  favour  bcilowed  on  your  moft  faith - 

al  and  obedient  wife,  Hannah  Birch." 

In  1732  he  was  recommended  to  the  friend'hip  and  favour 
f  the  late  Lord  High  Chancellor  Hard-vickc,  then  Attornry 
eneral  ;  to  which  noble  Peer,  and  to  the  prefent  Karl  of 
ilardwicke,  he  was  indebted  for  all  his  preferments.  The 
rll  proof  he  experienced  of  his  prltron's  regarvi,  v;as  the  liv- 
ofUltmg,  in  the  county  of  Effex,  in  the  gift  of  ilu; 
-own,  to  v/hich  he  was  prefcnted  1732.  In  1734?  he  w^s 
S  3  f.ppciatcit 
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Now  iinking  to  its  parent  clay, 
All  chang'd,  the  body  ieeras  to  fay, 
**  Thus  life,  a  fhadow,  fleets  av^ay  ?" 
O  whifper  ftill,  thou  voice  divine  !' 
Thine  be  the  lore,  attention  mine. 
And  while  this  awful  objeft  lies 
Exposed  before  my  weeping  eyes. 
Teach  me,  fome  genius,  from  on  highy 
Like  her  to  live,  like  her  to  die  j 
To  emulate  the  patlis  flie  trod, 
Humane  and  generous,  great  and  good  .' 


} 


Like 


appointed  one  of  the  domeftlc  chaplains  to  tha  unfortunate 
Earl  of  Kilmairnock,  who  was  beheaded  1746.  ]\Ir.  Birch 
was  chofen  a  member  of  the  Royal  Society,  Feb.  20,  1734-:;; 
and  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries,  Dec.  11,  1735,  ^^  which 
he  afterwards  became  Dire£lor  till  the  year  1746. -Before  this 
the  Marifchal  College- of  Aberdeen  had  conferred  on  hin^„ 
by  diploma,  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts.  In  1743,  by  the 
intereft  of  Lord  Hardwicke,  he  was  pi-efentcd  by  the  trown 
to  the  linecure  reftory  of  Landewy  Welfrey  in  the  eounty  of 
Pembroke;  and  in  1743-4  was  preferred,  in  the  fame  man- 
Be/,  to  the  recVory^  of  Siddington  St.  Peter's,  in  the  county 
and  diocefe  of  Gloucefler.  We  find  no  tiaccs  of  his  having, 
taken  pofTeilion  of  this  living  ;  and,  indeed,  it  is  probable  that 
he  quitted  it  immediately,  for  one  more  fuitablc  to  his  incl:^ 
Jiartons,  and  to  his  literary  engagements,  which  required  his- 
almolt  conftant  refidence  in  town  ;  for  on  the  24th  of  Febru- 
ary, J743-4,  he  was  infrltuted  to" the  united  reftories  of  St.. 
Michael,  Wood-flreet,  and.  St.  Mary  Staining;  and  in- 
1745-6  to  the  united  re<ftorics,  of  St.   Margaret  Pattens,  and 

St. 
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Like  her  the  rage  of  Death  to  charm, 
And  every  fting  of  pain  difarm  ; 
Rife,  as  fhe  roie,  a  Tpotlcfs  foul, 
Who  alm'd  at  joys  beyond  the  pole  j 
And  raptur'd  on  the  verge  of  day, 
Smil'd  to  behold  the  (Inning  way. 

But,  hark!  the  fadly  folemn  bell 
Sullenly  founds  my  lafl  farewell. 

>t.  Gabriel,  FenchurcK-fcrcet  (by  Lord  Chancellor  Harcl~ 
v. eke,  ;a  whofe  turn  the  prefentation  then  Vv'as).  In  Janu- 
iry,  175-,  he  was  eledVed  one  of  the  Secretaries  of  the  Royal 
Jucicty,  in  the  room  of  Dr.  Cromwell  Mortimer,  decealcd. 
n  January,  1753,  the  Marifchal  College  of  Aberdeen  created 
lim  Doctor  of  Divinity ;  and  in  that  year  the  lame  degree 
^as  conferred  on  him  bv  archbiihop  Herring.  He  was  one 
f  the  truitees  of  The  Britlih  Mufeum,  for  v/hlch  honour  he 
,-as  probably  indebted  to  the  prefent  Earl  of  Hardwicke; 
s  he  was  for  his  lail  preferment,  the  reftory  of  Depden  h\ 
i,flcx,  to  v.-hich  he  was  inducled  Feb.  26,  1761.  In  the  iat- 
;r  part  of  his  life  he  was  chaplain  to  tliC  Princefs  Amelia. 
n  1765  he  refigned  his  office  of  Secretary  to  the  Royal  £<»- 
ictv.  His  health  declining  aboiit  this  time,  he  was  ordered 
)  ride  for  the  recovery  of  it;  but  being  a  bad  horleman,  aiul 
Ding  out,  Jan.  9,  1766,  he  was  unfortunately  ti.rown  frciu 
is  horfe  on  the  road  betwixt  London  and  Hampliead,  and 
cd  on  the  fpot,  in  the  6ift  year  of  his  age,  to  the  great  re- 
el of  the  Doftor's  numerous  literary  fnends  ;  and  was  bu- 
ed  in  St  Margatct  Pattens.  A  lift  of  his  valuable  publica- 
311S  may  be  feen  in  the  new  edition  of  ihc  *'P.ogra|hia  Bri- 
nnica."     N. 

S4  Lo! 
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Lo  !  round  the  corfe  the  plaintive  thr6ng, 
Slow  moving,  filent  Halk  alr<ng.     * 
The  torch  that  lends  its  mour^ul  Hghr, 
The  myftic  prayer,  the  funeral  rite, 
The  weeping  friend,  th' expe£ling  ground. 
The  filent  horror  all.around, 
Have  tempted  Sorrow  from  her  cave, 
And  now  fhe  hovers  o'er  the  grave  ; 
!Now  finks  our  hearts,  impearls  our  eyes. 
And  bids  a  general  groan  arife  j 
Exclaims  that  man  was  doom'd  to  mournp. 
And  fits  in  pomp  to  guard  the  urn. 

'Tis  done  !  —  O  ever  dear,  adieu  • 
Each  tender  name  is  loll  in  you. 
Adieu,  thoaonce  kind,  lovely  fair! 
Soft  fpring  of  joy,  relief  trom  care  ! 
O  reft  !   may  Love,  with  every  grace,, 
And  every  Virtue,  guard  the  place  ! 
Willie  me  receives  the  lonely  bed, 
S.ul,  proHrate,  filent  as  the  dead  ! 
Rcfllefs  I  prefi*  the  well-known  p'ace, 
And  vainly  feek  the  dear  embrace  ; 
"While  (low  and  drear  the  minutes  roll; 
And  anguilh  racks  my  inmcft  foul. 
■ —  But  fee  !  what  h;;avenly  power  fercne- 
Darts  gently  through  the  gloomy  fcenc  ! 
^Tii  ilic !   ingliding  from  above; 
The  fame  her  form,  the  liime  her  love. 

"Wcep'ft  thou,  my  deareft  ?  weep  no  more? 
Thougii  :ranf:eDt  fccnss  of  life  are  o'er; 

New 
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New  vvorjds  now  open  to  my  view; 

Blifs,  Knowledge,  Virtue,  boundlcfs,  true; 

Where  fouls  \i(i.th  focial  raptures  glow. 

While  Sin  and  V  engeance  reign  below. 

Hence  nightly  1,  thy  guardian  power. 

For  ever  confeious  of  the  hour 

That  join'd  our  hearts,  defcend  to  keep 

My  deareft  charge,  to  watch  thy  fleep. 

Hint  fofter  dreams,    to  chace  away 

Black  Error's  mift,  and  bright  difplay 

The  form  of  Virtue  to  thy  fight  ; 

Dart  o'er  thy  foul  a  flronger  light ; 

In  Reafon's  voice  to  whifper  flill ; 

To> purer  blifs  dire6l  thy  will  ,• 

A  beamy  cloud  around  you  throw. 

And  viewlefs  guide  you  as  you  go. 

Lo  !  (few  fhort  moments  roll'd  between) 

I  prefent  change  the  darkfome  fcene; 

Difpel  the  awful  (hades  of  Death,. 

And  gently  eafe  your  parting  breath-j 

Glad  hail  you  to  the  realms  above, 

Dear,  bleft,  immortal  as  our  love  ! 

Thus  while  we  leave  thy  lifelefs  clay,. 

To  fome  bright  orb  the  foul  convey. 

Where  Virtue,  Truth,  and  Pleafure  joinj 

And  raptur'd  fay  —  This  feat  be  thine  ! 

Here  knowledge,  great  as  fouls  can  knaw. 

Shall  purge  the  errors  learn'd  below ; 

Enlarge  thy  powers,  improve  thy  fight,. 

And  ihcw  thee  truth  in  native  light. 

See, 
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See,  there  yon  happy  fhacles  employ 

Their  hours  in  blifs  and  focial  joy  j 

High  rais'd  en  Virtue's  eagle  wing, 

Tlie  Patriots  act,  the  Poets  (in^,; 

With  purer  fires  the  Lovers  glow, 

Than  youth  or  lenfe  infpire  below. 

Here  join  we  then  the  kindred  race, 

That  fprings  to  meet  our  foil  enjbracej 

Or  in  fome  fweet  fequellcr'd  grove 

Mix  flame  with  flame,  and  love  with  love. 

Hence  wing'd  with  thought  excurfive  fly 

From  orb  to  orb,  and  range  the  iky, 

View  Wifdom,  Power,  and  Goodnefs,  fliine 

Through  Nature's  frame;   iheir  fource  divme. 

—  O  call  thefe  fcenes  to  thy  relief, 

Bright  future  fcenes  !  and  calm  thy  grief: 

Live  happy  ;   nourifh  flill  the  love, 

That  bleft  on  earth,  and  joins  our  fouls  above  :'* 

She  fpake,  fne  fmild,  flie  foard  away  : 
While  comfort  glarx'd  a  hcalmg  ray. 

CKLOE    PERFUMING    HERSELF. 

BY  MR.  GRANVILLE,  AFTER  WARDS  LORD  LANSDOWM£*. 

"OELIEVE  me,  C!doe,  thofe  perfumes  that  coft 
■^-^  Such  fums  to  fvvteten  thee,  n  treafure  Icil : 
Kot  all  Arabia  would  fufficient  be; 
Thou  fmell'ft  not  of  thy  Iweets,  thev  ftlnk  of  thee  ! 

*  This  and  all  the  followu-ig.  poems  by  Lord  Lanfdownc 
were  accidentally  omltttd  ic  arranging  the  late  edition  of  tUe 
Er.giifn  Poets.     N. 

3  A     L  O  Y- 
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A    LOYAL    EXHORTATION,    i68S. 
BY     LORD     LANS  D  O  W  N  E*. 

/^F  kings  tietbron'tl,  and  blood  of  brethren  TpiL^ 
^■^  In  vain,  O  Britain  !'  you  'd  avert  the  guilr, 
If  crime-:  which  your  forefathers  blulla'd  to  own. 
Repeated,  call  for  heavier  vengeance  down. 

Tremble,  vc  People  !  who  your  Kings  diftrefsj 
Trem!)ie,  ve  Kings  !   for  People  you  opprefs: 
Th'  Eternal  fxres,  arm'd  with  his  forky  lods. 
The  rife  and  fall  of  Empire  's  from  the  Gods.  T  O 

■"■■  If  the  tefilmonies  of  contemporary  "writers  were  to  be 
r-elieci  on,  this  Nobleman  v/ould  be  intitied  to  the  highell 
rank,  as  an  accompliihed  gentleman,  an  exalted  genius,  and 
an  cMccHenr  poet.  Waller,  Drvden,  Addifon,  Pope,  Boling- 
broke,  and  Young,  have  borne  evidence  in  the  moll:  ample 
manner  to  his  abilities.  He  v/as  a  younger  fon  of  a  younger- 
brother,  nearly  related  to  the  family  of  the  earl  of  Bath  ; 
was  born  in  1667  ;  became  a  member  of  Trinity  College^ 
Ca-.nbridge,  at  a  very  early  period  of  life  ;  took  his.  degree 
of  M.  A.  there  at  the  age  of  13  years  ;  and  was  with  dilh- 
eulcy  prevented  from  taking-up  arms,  both  at  the  time  of 
Monmouth's  re!)eUion,.and  at  the  Revolution  of  Kingjamcs> 
Having  no  public  employment,,  being  totally  unconneftcd 
with  thecourt,  and  poffclfedof  but  a  ccntrailed  fortune,  he 
devoted  his  attention  during  the  reign  of  King  William  to 
Kterary  purfjits  and  amufcmcnts,  the  fruits  of  which  appear- 
ed in  his  plays  and  poems, chiefly  written  within  that  penod. 
At  the  accefhon  of  Qvi^een  Anne,  he  was  chofen  into  parlia- 
ment, and  fate  in  the  houfe  of  commons  until  he  was  created 
a  peer.  On  the  change  of  the  miniftry,  in  the  year  1710,  he 
was  appointed  fccretary  at  war,  and  afterwards  fuccelTively 
coiiptroiler  and  treafurer  of  the  houfchold.     His  conneclions. 

v/lth 
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TO  MIRA*    BY  LORD  LANSDOVVNE. 

T    O  S  T  in  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 

"^^  Whom  now  her  fmiles  revival,  lier  fcorn  deftroys  : 

She  will,  and  Ihe  will  not  j   fhe  grants,  denies, 

Confents,  rctrafts,  advances,  and  then  ii\ci ; 

Approving  and  rejefting  in  a  breath, 

Now  proffering  mercv,  nov>^  prefenting  death. 

Thus  hoping,  thus  defpairing,  never  i'ure, 

How  various  are  the  torments  1  endure  ! 

Cruel  eftate  of  dcubt  !  ah,  Mira  !  try 

Once  to  refolve  —  Or  let  me  live,  or  die. 

V/ith  the  Tory  minificvs  prevented  his  being  employ cJ  ia  the 
fucceeding  reigns  of  George  I.  and  II.  in  the  former  of  which 
ho  fell  under  fufpiclon  of  plotting  aga-inll  the  Government, 
and  v/as  committed  to  the  Tower,  where  he  was  confined 
37  months.  The  latter  part  of  his  life  was  fpent  in  the 
cultivation  of  letters  in  an  honourable  retirement,  univer- 
fally  beloved  and  refpefttd  by  all  orders  of  men.  He  died 
January  30,  1735,  '•^  ^^^  oSih  year  of  his  age.  Mr.Walpole 
obferves,  that  "  he  imitated  Waller  ;  but,  as  that  j/oet  has 
been  much  excelled  fince,  a  faint  copy  of  a  faint  mailer 
Eiuil:  ftrike  lefs."  —  1  owe  thefe  obfcrvations  (and  ail  the 
notes  in  this  Colleiftlon  iigned  R).  to  the  frier.dlhip  of  the 
gentleman  v.-ho  colle<fl:ed  the  pieces  v/hich  foirn  the  Sixth 
Vc»lume  of  Dr.  Young's  Works.  N. 

•^  Frances  daughter  to  Rebert   earl  of  Cardigan  ;  married 

filft  to Lcvingfton  earl  cf  Ne«vburgh  in   Scotland,    and 

afterwards  to  Richard  Eellew  barcn  Duelcck  in  Ireland.  See 
vol.  IV.  p.  327.     N. 

THE 
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T  HE    WILD    BOAR'S    D  E  F  E  N  C  E. 

BY     LORD     .L  A  N  S  D  O  W  N  E. 

A     Boar,  who  had  enjoy'tl  a  happy  reign 
-4.  A.     p^jj.  ,-n^:,nv  a  year,  ?.ncl  fed  on  many  a  man, 
•Cai'V)  to  account,  foftening  his  favage  eyes, 
'i'hus,  luppliant,  pleads  his  caufe  before  he  dies. 

"  For  what  am  I  condemn'd  ?  My  crime  's  no  more 
To  eat  a  Man,  than  yours  to  tat  a  Boar. 
We  feek  not  vou;  but  rake  what  Chance  provides, 
Natuie  and  mcrs  Ncccirny  our  guides. 
You  murder  us  in  fporr,  then  di(h  us  up 
For  drunken  feafts,  a  reliOi  foi-  the  cup. 
We  lengthen  not  our  meals ;   but  you  muft  feaf^, 
Gorge  till  your  bellies  burft — Pray  who  's  the  beafl  ? 
With  your  liumanity  you  keep  a  fufs. 
But  are  in  truth  worfe  brutes  than  all  of  us. 
We  prey  not  on  our  kind  ;   but  you,  dear  brother ! 
Mofl  beaftly  of  all  beafls,  devour  each  other, 
Kingv  worry  king';,  neighbour  with  neighbour  flrives. 
Fathers  and  fons,  friends,  brothers,  hufoands,  wives. 
By  fraud  or  foicc,  bv  poiion,  fword,  or  gun, 
Deftroy  each  other,  every  mother's  fon," 

TO  MRS.  AFRA  BEHN*,  BY  THE  SAME. 

'TpWO  wanior  Chiefs  f  the  voice  of  Fame  divide? 

-*-     Who  ])cR  dcferv'd,  not  Plutarch  could  decide  : 
Behold  two  mighty  Conquerora  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  fomc  for  your  eyes,  declare; 

*  See  vol.  1.  p.  :^5,  1,^5.  N.         -}■  Alexander  and  Caj/^ir.  L, 

Debates 
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Debates  arife,  which  captivates  us  moft, 

And  none  can  Tell  the  charm  by  which  he  s  loll:. 

The  bow  and  quiver  does  Diana  l^ear, 

Venus  the  dove,  Pallas  the  fhield  and  fpear  ; 

Poets  fuch  emblems  to  their  Gods  allign  -, 

Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dait  and  pen  be  thine. 

CUPID       DISARMED. 

TO    THE    PRINCESS    D  '  A  U  V  E  R  G  N  E. 

BY       THE       SAM   E. 

/^^UPID,  delighting-  to  be  near  her, 
^^  Charm'd  to  behold  her,  charm'd  to  hear  her, 
As  he  flood  gazing  on  her  face, 
Enchanted  with  each  match'efs  grace, 
Loft  in  the  trance,  he  drops  tlie  dart, 
Which  never  fails  to  reach  the  heart : 
She  fcizes  it,  and  arras  her  hand, 
**  'Tis  thus  I  Love  himfelf  command  : 
Now  tremble,  cruel  Boy  !   Ihe  laid. 
For  all  the  mifchicf  you  have  ma<le." 
The  God,  recovering  his  furprize, 
Trufts  to  his  wings,  away  he  flies ; 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  wind. 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  behind. 
Princefs!   reftore  the  boy  his  uielcls  darts. 
With  furer  charms  you  captivate  our  hearts. 
Love's  captives  oft  their  liberty  regain, 
Death  only  can  releafe  us  from  your  chain. 

B  A  C 


[     ^7T     ] 
BACCHUS     DISARMED. 

TO    MRS.  LAURA    DILLON,    [laDY    FALKLAND], 

BY     LORD    LANSDOWNE. 

T>  ACCHUS  !   ro  arms,  the  enemy's  at  hand  : 
•■*-^  I.aiira  appears;   ftand  to  your  glafies,  Hand  1 
The  God  of  Love  the  God  of  Wine  dehss. 
Behold  him  in  full  march  in  Laura's  eyes ! 
Bacchus !   ro  arms ;   and,  to  refill:  the  dart, 
Each  with  a  faithful  hrimmer  guard  his  heart. 
Fly,  Bacchus  !   fly,  there  's  treafon  in  the  cup. 
For  Love  comes  pouring  in  with  every  drop  j 
I  feel  him  in  my  heart,  my  blood,  my  bram  j 
Fly,  Bacchus  !  fly,  reflfrence  is  in  vain  : 
Or,  craving  quarter,    crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura's  health,  and  give  up  all  thy  foul. 

HER     NAME.      BY     THE     SAME. 

f~^  U  E  S  S,  and  I  '11  frankly  own  her  name, 

^~^    \Vhofe  eyes  have  kindled  fuch  a  flame  j 

The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  queen 

Had  ne'er  been  fung  had  fhe  been  fcen  : 

Who  fet  the  very  Gods  at  war, 

Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 

Believe  me,  for  by  Heavens  'tis  true] 

The  Sun  in  all  his  ample  view 

Sees  nothing  half  fo  fair  or  bright. 

Not  ev'n  his  own  reflc6led  light. 

So  fwect  a  face !  fuch  graceful  mien  ! 

Who  can  this  be? — Tis  Howard — or  Ballsndcn. 


} 
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URGANDA'S     PROPHESY 

SPOKEN     BY     WAY    OF     EPILOGUE     AT    THE 

FIRST     REPRESENTATION     OF      THE 

BRITISH      ENCHANTERS. 

BY     LORD     L  A  N  S  D  O  \\'  N  E. 

"PROPHETIC  fury  rolls  within  my  breall, 
•*■     And,  as  at  Delphi,  when  the  foan;ing  piicil. 
Full  of  his  God,  proclaims  the  diftant  doom 
Of  kings  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  come, 
My  labouring  mind  fo  Aruggles  to  unfold 
On  Britilh  ground  a  future  age  of  gold  ; 
But  left  incredulous  you  hear  —  behold, 

IHere  a  fune  reprejenting  the  ^een,  and  the  fet'cral 
triumphs  of  her  Majejly's  reign.j 

High  on  a  throne  appears  theinartial  Queen, 
V/ith  grace  fublime,  and  with  imperial  mien. 
Surveying  round  her  with  impartial  eves, 
Whom  to  proteft,  or  whom  fhe  Ihall  chaftife. 
Next  to  her  fide  violorious  Marlborough  {lands 
Waiting,  obfervant  of  her  dread  commands : 
The  Queen  ordains  ;  and,  like  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  executes  her  high  decree. 
In  every  line  of  her  aufpicious  face 
Soft  Mercy  fmiles,  adorii'd  with  every  grace : 
So  Angels  look ;  and  fo,  when  Heaven  decrees, 
They  fcourge  the  world  to  piety  and  peace. 

Empiefs  and  Con([ueror,  liail  !  thee  Fates  ordain 
O'er  all  the  willing  world  fulc  arbitrefs  to  reign; 

To 
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To  no  one  people  are  thy  laws  confin'd, 
Great  Britain's  Queen,  but  Guardian  of  Mankind; 
,Sure  hope  of  all  who  dire  oppreflion  bear, 
For  all  th'  opprefs'd  become  thy  inftant  care. 
Nations  of  conqueft  proud  thou  tam'ft  to  free. 
Denouncing  War,  prefenting  Liberty: 
The  Vidor  to  the  vanquifh'd  yields  a  prize, 
For  in  thy  triumph  their  redemption  lies : 
Freedom  and  Peace  for  ravilh'd  Fame  you  give. 
Invade  to  blcfs,  and  conquer  to  relieve  : 
So  the  Sun  fcorches  and  revives  by  turns, 
Requiting  with  rich  metals  where  he  burns. 
Taught  by  this  great  example  to  be  juft, 
Succeedijig  Kings  ihall  well  fulfil  their  trufl; 
Difcord,  and  War,  and  Tyranny,  fhall  ceafe, 
•And  Jarring  nations  be  compell'd  to  peace  ; 
Princes  and  States,  like  fubjefls,  fhall  agree 
To  trult  her  power,  fafe  in  her  piety. 

FORTUNE.      AN      EPIGRAM. 

B  Y     L  OR  D     L  A  N  S  D  O  W  N  E. 

T¥r  HEN  Fortune  feems  to  fniile,  'tis  then  I  fear 

Some  lurking  ill,  and  hidden  mifchief  near.: 
Us'd  to  her  frowns,  I  fland  upon  my  guard. 
And,  arm'd  in  virtue,  keep  my  foul  prepar'd. 
Fickle  and  falfe  to  others  (he  may  be, 
[  can  complain  but  of  her  conflancy. 

— — Virtutem  a  me,' 
Fortunam  c\  aliis. — 

J  -;Vql.  v.  T  €)  D  E 


ODE,  j 

ON    THE    PRESENT    CORRUPTION    OF    MANKlNtti 
INSCRIBED     TO    THE    LORD    FALKLAND    '*, 

BY    LORD    L  A  N  S  D  O  W  N  E. 

•jr\  Falkland?  ofFspring  of  a  genereus  race, 
^^     Renown'd  for  arms  and  arts,  in  war  and  peace 
My  kinfman  f,  and  my  friend  !  from  whence  this  cuj 
Entail'd  on  man,  ftill  to  grow  worfe  and  worfe  ? 

Each  age,  induftrious  to  invent  new  crimes. 
Strives  to  outdo  in  guilt  preceding  times  ; 
But  now  we  're  fo  improv'd  in  all  that 's  bad, 
We  fhall  leave  nothing  for  our  fons  to  add. 

That  idol,  gold,  polTelTes  every  heart ; 
To  cheat,  defraud,-  and  undennine,  is  art : 
Virtue  is  folly  ;  confcience  is  a  jeft  ; 
Religion  gain,  or  prieftcraft  at  the  beft. 

Friendfliip  's  a  cloak  to  hide  {omt  treacherous  endj 
Your  greateft  foe  is  your  profeffing  friend  y 
The  foul  refign'd,  ungurded,  and  fecure. 
The  wound  is  deepeft,   and  the  ftroke  moft  fure. 

Juflice  is  bought  and  fold;  the  bencli,  the  bar, 
Plead  and  decide,  but  gold  's  th'  interpreter. 
Pernicious  metal !  thrice  accurft  be  he 
Who  found  thee  firfl;'  all  evils  fprlng  from  thee. 

*  See  a  poem  to  the  Lady  Falkland,  In  p.  271.     N. 
'J-  On  this  relatlonfrup  the  Peerages  are  filent.     N. 

7  Si 
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Sires  fell  their  fons,  and  fons  their  fires  betrays 
And  fenates  vote,  as  armies  fight,  for  pay  ; 
The  wife  no  longer  is  reftrain'd  by  (hame, 
But  has  the  hulband's  leave  to  play  the  gain&. 

"Difeas'd,  decrepit,  from  tlie  mix'd  embrace 
Succeeds,  of  fpurious  mould,  a  puny  race  : 
■From  fuch  defenders  what  can  Britain  hope  ? 
And  where,  O  Liberty,  is  now  thy  prop? 

Not  fuch  the  men  who  bent  the  ftubborn  bow. 
And  learn 'd  in  rugged  fports  to  dare  a  foe  : 
1  Not  fuch  the  men  who  fiU'd  with  heaps  of  fiain 
Fam'd  Agincourt  and  CrelTy's  bloody  plain. 

Haughty  Britannia,  then,  inur'd  to  toil, 
Spread  far  and  near  the  terrors  of  her  ifle ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  to  the  public  W'eal, 
No  Galhc  gold  could  blunt  the  Britilh  fLCcl. 

["Not  much  unlike,  W!;en  thou  in  arm.s  wcrt  kin^ 
Eager  for  glory  on  th'  embattled  green, 
When  Stanhope  led  thee  through  the  heats  of  Spai.:, 
To  die  in  purple  Almanara's  plain. 

The  refcued  empire,  and  the  Gaul  fubdaed, 
r.i  Anna's  reign  our  ancient  fame  renew'd  : 
^Vhat  Britons  could,  when  juftly  rous'd  to  war^ 
Let  Blenheim  fpeak,  and  witnefs  Gibrdtar. 

INSCRIPTION,    BY    THE    S  A  M  E. 

■OR   A   FIGURE   REPRESENTING  THE  GOD  OF  LOvE. 

IXTHOF'EPv  thou  art,  thy  lord  and  m after  fee  ; 

Thou  wall  my  flave,  thou  art,  or  thou  fliak  be. 
T  z  O  N 
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GN    THE    TOASTING    GLASSES 

OF    THE    KIT-CAT    CLUB*. 

B  Y     LORD     L  A  N  S  D  O  W  N  E, 

LADY      H  A  R  P  E  R  |. 

TO  Harper,  fprightl)',  young,  and  gay, 
Svveet  as  the  rofy  morn  in  May, 
Fill  to  the  brim  ;  I  'U  drink  it  up, 
To  the  lafl  drop,  were  poifon  in  tlic  cup, 

LADY    MARY    VILLIERSte 

I  F  I  not  love  you,  Villiers,  more 

Than  ever  mortal  lov'd  before  ; 

With  fuch  a  palTion,  fix'd  and  fure. 

As  cv'n  pofieflion  could  not  cur^, 

Never  to  ceafe  but  with  my  breath : 

May  then  this  bumper  be  my  death ! 

*  Several  other  verfcs  of  this  kind  have  been  already  give 
p.  168—176. — Mils  Clavering,  v/ho  is  toafted  in  p.  17 
v/as  cldclt  daughter  of  John  Glavering,  efq.  of  Chonwe 
in  the  bii'hoprick  of  Dorham.  She  was  afterwards  lai 
Cowper.  Lord  Lanfdowne's  verfes  '*  On  Celia  lirglng 
(Engllfn  Poets,  vol.  XXV.  p.  ::o2,)  were  written  on  tl 
lady.     N. 

■f  See  above,  p.  172.     N. 

1%  The  fincerity  of  Lord   Lanfdovv-ne  In  this  proteflati 
•was  c.onfirmed,    by  a  matrimonial  union,  in  Decemb 
Lady  Maiy  was  daughter  of  Edward  Villiers  earl  o 
and  widow  of  Thomas  Thynne,  efq.  (by  whom  flie  was  it 
ther  of  Thomas  the  fecond  lord  vifcount  Weymouth).     S 
.died  a  few  days  before  her  fecond  hulband.     N. 
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THE  COURT  BEAUTIES*,- 

CONCLUSION  TO  *'  THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY*,* 

BY    LORD    L  A  N  S  D  O  W  N  E. 

L  O  V  E,  in  a  Ihining  galaxy,  appears 
Tiiuniphant  flill,  and  Grafton  f  leads  the  liars  : 
Pen  choufand  Loves,  ten  thoufand  feveral  ways. 
Invade  adoring  crowds,  who  die  to  gaze  ; 
Her  eyes  refiftlefs  as  the  Syren's  voice, 

fweet  's  the  charm,  we  nvake  our  fate  our  choice.- 
Who  moft  refembks  her  let  next  be  nam'd, 
Villiers  t,  for  wifdom  and  deep  judgment  fam'd; 
3f  a  high  race  victorious  beauty  brings 
To  grace  our. courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

-*  The  poem  as  originally  written  is  printed  in  the  Englilh 
^oets,  vol,  XXV.  p.  136 — 146..     It  was  afterwards  altered 
.nd    enlarged    by  the   Noble    Author,  and  a  few   lines  near 
beginning    were    ftruck    out.        Some   variations   occur 
liroughouc    the  whole  ;   and  the   conckif.on   v/as   totally  re- 
armed, in   the   manner  here  printed.       Lord    Lanfdowne, 
.caking  of  this   and   fome  other  of  his  performances,  favs. 
As  thefe  Foems  feem  to  begin  where  Mr.  Waller  left  off, 
though  far  unequal  and  ihort  of  fo  inimitable  an  original, 
they  may,  however,  be   permitted   to  remain  to   pofterity 
'  as  a  faithful  regifter  of  the  reigning  beauties  in  the  fuc- 
'  cceding  age."       N. 
f  Already  celebrated  in  vol..  II.  p.  167.   199.  222.     N. 
;J;    Lady  Elizabeth  Villiers,  miftrcfs    to  king  William  the 
■Jiird,  who   fettled   on  her  an    immenfe   eifate    in  Ireland. 
he  v.'as  afiervVard*  married  to  the  earl  of  Orkney.    JN. 

T  3  Wiav 
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With  what  delight  my  Mufe  to  Sandwich  *  flic^,. 
Whofe  wit  is  piercing  as  her  fparkling  eyes  ! 
Ah!  how  ihe  mounts,  and  fpreads  her  airy  wings, 
And  tunes  her  voice,  when  Ihe  of  Ormond  f  iings^ 
Of  radiant  Ormond  !  only  fit  to  be 
The  fuccefTor  of  beauteous  Ofibry  ! 

Richmond  's  +  a  title  that,  but  nam'd,  implies 
Majeflic  graces  and  vi£torious  eyes. 
Fair  Villiers  firfl,  then  haughty  Stuart  came, 
And  Brudenell  |[  now  no  lefs  adorns  the  name* 
Dorfet  **  already  is  immortal  made 
In  Prior's  verfe,  nor  needs  a  fecond  aid. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutcnberg  we  find 
That  beauty  to  no  climate  is  connn'd. 

Rupert,  of  royal  blood,  with  modeii  grace 
Biufhes  to  hear  the  triumphs  of  her  face. 

Not  Helen  with  St.  Alban's  ff  might  compare. 
Nor  let  the  Mufe  omit  Scroop,  Holmes,. and  Hare. 
Hyde  ^X  Venus  is,  the  Graces  are  Kildare. 

■'i^  Elizabeth  daughter  and  one  of  the  coheirs  to  John 
Wilmot  earl  of  Rochefter.  Lord  Lanfdowne's  .veries  to 
"  Mira  in  her  Riding  Habit,"  Englilh  Poets,  XXV.  p.  i6i. 
were  written  by  him  under  a  picture  of  the  countefs  of  ; 
Sandwich  drawn  in  man's  habit.  She  has  been  already  cele- 
ferated  in  the  third  volume  of  this  col-le&on,.  p.  114.     N. 

f  Lady  Mary  Somerfet,  eldeft  daughter  to  Laurence 
Hyde  earl  of  Kochefler.  To  this  accomplHhed  lauy  "  The 
**  Court  Profpeft"  of  Hopkins  is  infcribed..  See  vol,  IL 
p.  183.     N.  ;j:  See  above,  p.  174.     N. 

II  See  above,  p,  170.  N.  **  See  Engliih  Poets,  vol. 

XXX.  p.  41.  -j-f   See  above,  p.  168. 

+1  See  the  Court  Proipeft,  ia  vol.  U.  p.  200.    N. 
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Soft  and  delicious,  as  a  fouthern  fky, 
Are  Dafliwood's  fmiles;  when  Darnley  *  frowns,  we  die 
Carelefs,  but  yet  fecure  of  conquefl,  ftill 
LuTon  f ,  unaiming,  never  fails  to  kill  : 
juiltlefs  of  pride,  to  captivate  or  Ihine, 
Bright  without  art,  llie  wounds  without  defign. 
3ut  Wyndham  like  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart, 
\.nd  takes  a  cruel  pkafure  in  the  fmart ; 
'roud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds  and  kills  for  killing  fake  ; 
^^ffcrting  the  dominion  of  her  eyes, 
\s  heroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize. 

The  ikilful  Mufe's  earliefl:  care  has  been 
The  praife  of  never-fading  Mazarin  ; 
The  poet  +  and  his  theme,  in  fpight  of  Time, 
'or  ever  young,  enjoy  an  endlefs  prime. 
Vith  charms  fo  numerous  Mira  |(  docs  furprife, 
he  lover  knows  not  by  which  dart  he  dies  j 
o  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  fo  fure, 
Jo  flight  can  fave,  no  remedy  can  cure. 

*  Lady  Catharine  Darnley,  duchefs  of  Buckingham. 
ie  has  been  already  mentioned,  as  daughter  to  Sir  Charles 
:dley,  vol.  I.  p.  90,     N. 

'f-  Catharine  lady  Gower,  eldeft  daughter  to  the  djke  of 
utland.     N. 

I'  St.  Evremond,   who  has    celebrated  Madam    Mazarin 
idcr  the  name  of  Hortenfe.  He  has  been  mentioned  in  vol. 
p.  123.     N. 
|[  Of  whom  fee  above,  p.  268.     N, 

T  ^  •       Yec 
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Yet  dawning;  in  her  infancy  of  light, 
O,  fee  another  Brudenell  *,  heavenly  bright. 
Born  to  fulfil  the  glories  of  her  line, 
And  fix  Love's  empire  in  that  race  divine ! 

Fain  would  my  Mufe  to  Cecil  f  bend  her  f:ght. 
But  turns  aftonifh'd  from  the  dazzling  lights 
"Nor  dares  attempt  to  climb  the  fleepy  flight. 

O  Kneller !  like  thy  piftures  were  my  fong, 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  thy  pencil  ftrong, . 
Thefe  matchlefs  beauties  fhould  recorded  be 
.Immortal  in  my  verfe,  as  in  thy  Gallery  J, 


TO        A         LADY, 

SENT  HER  WITH  LORD  LAN  SDOWNE'S  HEROICK  LOVE  ]{. 

ANONYMOUS  ;  FROPvI  DRYDEN'S  COLLECTION, 

'  B'^  H  E  noble  Granville  here  has  nicely  fhown 

Hcroick  Love,  a  copy  of  his  own  j 
No  flight  of  fancy,  but  his  heart  indites 
Thefe  moving  fcenes  i  and  what  he  feels,  he  vv-iites. 

*  Latiy-Marj',  eldeft  datighter  to  Robert  earl  of  Cardigan  j 
and  ma/ried  to  Richard  Molyncux,  eldeflfon  to  lord  vifcouut 
Molyneux  of  Ireland,     N. 

f  Married  to  the  earl  of  Ranelagh,  paymafter  general  cf 
the  forces  to  King  William.  Lady  Catharine  Jones,  their 
only  daughter,  died  April  14,  1740,  v.-orth  ico.oocl.      N. 

*  The  gallery  of  beauties  hy  Kneller  in  Hampton  Coi.irt.  N. 
fj  The  Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  this  Tragedy  are   primed 

in  the  fourth  volume  of  this  collection;  p.  334.     N. 

With 
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With  love  like  his,  though  in  unequal  lays, 
Too  charming  maid,  1  offer  at  thy  praife.. 
Look  on  ChryfeVs  ;  fhe  each  feature  drew 
In  nature's  pride,  and  fure  {he  fate  for  you. 
Ohfcrve  her  fad  farewell,  fhe  bell  can  give 
The  dire  account,  what  'tis  to  part — and  live  I 
You  've  all  her  charms^  her  beauty,  and  her  youth  j 
But  want,  I  fear,  her  kindnefs,  and  her  truth. 

Well  had  it  been  for  Priam  and  hi^i  race, 
Had  Fate  fet  me  in  Agamemnon's  place. 
And  you  ChryfeVs ;   glory  Ihould  have  ftrove  ■ 
But  faintly  then  againft  the  force  o-f  Love.. 
Deaf  to  renown,  and  fcorning  to  be  great, 
I  'd  lefc  the  camp  for  fome  obfcure  retreat. 
There,  gazing  on  thofe  lovely  eyes,  prefer 
One  fmile  of  yours  to  all  the  pomp  of  war  j 
And,  every  mark  of  royalty  laid  down, 
Had.langullh'd  at  vour  feet,  and  fav'd  the  town. 


EPLTAPH,  ON  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN, 

WHO    DIED    FOR    LOVE    OF  A    MARRIED    LADY. 
BY        THE        SAME. 

TT  E  R  E  lies  a  youth,  who  fell  a  facrifice, 
"^•^   In  his  firfl  bloom,  to  fair  Aurelia's  eyes. 
Whom  fhall  we  blame?  her  duty  was  her  guard,. 
And  his  injuftice  was  his  own  reward ; 
(If  he's  uujuft,  whofe  reafon  cannot  prove 
Of  force  enough  againft  imperious  Love). 

Th' 
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Th'  afpiring  youth,  who  fcorn'd  to  floop  fo  low. 
To  take  what  pity  only  could  beftow  ; 
Still  wifh'd  for  more,  till  in  the  fatal  ftiife 
He  funk  beneath  the  virtue  of  a  Wife; 
Refign'd  his  blood  to  quench  his  guilty  flame ; 
But  crimes  of  Love  deferve  a  gentle  name  : 
And  I  muft  neither  praife  him,  nor  condemn. 
For  I  could  die  to  be  bewail'd  like  him : 
Since  ihe,  whofe  piety  denied  to  fave, 
Kow  pours  her  fruitlefs  tears  upon  his  grave. 

THE    CELEBRATED    BEAUTIES: 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  AUTHOR's  BEING  SUSPECTED 
OF    WRITING    "  THE    BRITISH    COURT." 

ANONYMOUS;  FROM  DRYDEN'S  COLLECTION. 

TTTHY  with  fuch  freedom  fhould  the  town  accufe. 

And  charge  abfurd  encomiums  of  my  Mufe  ? 
Ccleflial  objefts  by  tUemfclvcs  I  place, 
Nor  with  a  CI — de  a  Forrefler  *  difgrace  : 

^  .     That 

*  One  of  the  maids  of  honour  to  Queen  Anne,  mentioned 
frequently  by  Swift  (ift  his  Journal  to  Stella),  who  calls  her 
**  a  lilly  true  maid  of  honour."  She  was  ir.arried  in  1701  to 
Sir  George  Downing,  who  was  then  but  15  years  old,  and  the 
lady  only  13.  The  youth  went  upon  his  travels  ;  and  on  his 
return  both  parties  having  contraifted  an  invincible  averlion, 
application  was  mutually  made  for  a  divorce.  In  "  The 
*<  Britiih  Court,"  her  character  is  thus  delineated  : 
"  But  fee  the  I'acred  marks  of  beauty  fiaine 
In  Forrester,  more  glorious  and  divine; 

Eafy 
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That  difproportion'd  piece  offends  the  view  : 
No  feign'd  perfe6lion  fhould  attend  the  true. 
Whene'er  my  voice  attempts  the  Britifli  Fair,. 
I  fing  the  worthy,  but  th'  unworthy  fpare  ; 
Rcfpc6l,  when  merit  fails,  in  lilence  lies  ; 
f  Praife  undeferv'd  is  fcandal  in  difguife. 
What  moderate  tongue  would  vulgar  things  rehearfe^ 
Where  crowds  of  wondrous  nymphs  invite  the  verfe  l 
Charrners  in  millions  grace  this  happy  fphere. 
And  every  view  prefents  a  conqueror  here. 
Who  to  mean  fubjccts  can  debafe  his  quill, 
And  wade  his  fcanty  flock  of  art  fo  ill. 
Looks  like  the  fop  that  courts  a  paltry  dame. 
While  fauldefs  maids  contend  to  meet  his  flame,. 
Poets  fhould  flill  autumnal  forms  omit, 
Forty  gives  fmall  encouragement  to  wit ; 
The  genius  flags  beneath  fo  ftale  a  theme. 
And  fprightly  fancy  finks  to  heavy  phlegm, 
When  thofe  declining  years  our  flrains  require. 
And  compliment  fupplies  pretended  fire; 
Some  little  Virtue  may  perhaps  be  found,. 
But  Beauty  's  an  intolerable  found  : 
To  youth  alone  that  heavenly  grace  belongs. 
None  but  the  young  are  fair,  and  truly  worthy  fongs.- 
Eafy  her  fhape  Is  wrought  in  every  turn. 
Charming  her  mien,  and  elegant  her  form.. 
Artlefs  llie  walks,  with  fuch  a  moving  grace, 
'Tis  difficult  for  wit,  or  words,  t'exprefs 
Which  pleafes  moft,  her  iookij  her  air,  her  drefs.'" 
f  Literally  adopted    by  Pope  ;    by  whom,    however,.  It  i* 
properly  marked  as  a  quotation,  though  the  original  author  is^ 
not  mentioned.  Sec  EiiiiUlh  Potts,  vol.  XXXIll.  p.  236.  N. 
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Ye  Female  Glories,  which  exalt  our  ille, 
Vouchfafe  th'  aufpicious  influence  of  your  fmile  j 
To  you  I  call,  to  you,  ye  matchlefs  lights, 
Ihfpire  my  numbers,  and  improve  my  flights  ; 
Left  I  deprefs  your  fame  with  languid  lines, 
And  pay  unhallow'd  vows  at  facred  fhrines. 
Would  you,  ye  Powers,  but  look  ferenely  down, 
I  'd  foar  aloft,  and  blazon  your  renown  ; 
Then  fomething  fo  divine  might  raife  my  voice, 
And  make  me  fcarce  inferior  to  my  choice ; 
What  ancient  flory  tells  the  world  fhould  fcorn, 
And  every  Goddefs  deem  in  glorious  Britain  bore. 

Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  with  Marlborough's  race  : 
When  Valour  's  fung,  the  Father  claims  the  place  ; 
And  fu re  when  Beautv's  power  employs  our  flight, 
The  {hining  Daughters  challenge  foremoft  right. 

A  Sunderland  *  the  coldell:  writer  warms, 
So  turn'd  for  conquefl:,  fo  compleat  in  charms, 
There  feems  detraftion  in  our  highefl:  praife. 
She  leaves  the  Mufe  behind,  and  mocks  our  difiant  lays. 
Not  thus  Minerva,  though  a  Goddefs,  (hone. 
01  had  her  eyes  fuch  dazling  luftre  thrown, 
Thence  the  bold  artifl  had  inform'd  his  clay, 
Islor  fought  another  fun,  nor  fallen  a  vultur's  prey. 

Could  Nature's  felfher  own  hrft  form  exprtfs, 
She  'd  charm  thtr  world  in  bright  Mbnthermer's  f  drefs : 

Gods  ! 

*  See  above,  p.  175.  and  Dr.  Watts's  <*  Stanzas  to  Lady 
Sunderland,"  vol.- IV,  p.  3.19— Mr.  Chute  publilhed  "  Beaoty 
and  Virtue,"  a  poem  on  the  death  of  the  countefs  of  Sunderland. 

f  Lady  Miry,  youngeft  daughter  to  the  duke  of  Marlbo- 
rough, 
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Gods  !  what  engaging  bloom  fits  fmiling  there  ! 
cHow  languifhingly  fweet  her  every  air  ! 
Her  fliape,  her  geflurc,  all  the  nymph,  fubdues, 
We  look  our  fouls  away,  and  fate  with  transport  chufc. 
H?.d  Love's  fair  Goddefs  been  fo  ftrong  in  charms, 
•Ra(h  Diomede  hr^d  dropt  his  venturous  arms ; 
No  (hameful  viftory  the  Greek  had  won, 
But  thoufand  wounds  receiv'd,  inftead  of  giving  one. 

Splendor  and  foftnefs  in  Bridgewater*  meet. 
There  mild  appears  an  attribute  with,  great ; 
Such  humble  fweetnefs  gives  a  dawn  of  joy. 
She  feems,  'like  Heaven,  unwilling  to  deflroy. 
Vv''ho  would  not  ferve,  where  fuch  a  \\Qiot  reigns  ? 
What  freedom  ec^ual  to  fuch  gentle  chains? 
Biit  foon,  too  foon,  miflakcn  mortals  knovYj 
Th'  imagin'd  blifs  concludes  in  real  woe. 
So  from  foft  breezes  o^  the  fouthern  wind, 
Uncumber'd  fweets  we  fondly  hope  to  find ; 
But  foon,  alas  !  fucceeds 'immoderate  rain. 
And  fadly  renders  all  the  promised  pleafure  vain. 

Godolphin  's  f  form'd  among  the  firft  to  fliinc. 
That  other  conqueror  of  the  conquering  line; 
"Nor  pride  her  mien,  nor  art  her  afpc6l  knows. 
Her  full  renown  from  fmgie  Nature  fiov/s  ; 
P.ich  in  unpra6i:is'd  charms,^  ihe  fcatters  chains, 
And,  fhunning  empire,  certain  empire  gains  j 

ron^h,  and  married  to  John  duke  of  Montague  and  mavniuS 
Monthermer.  This  lady  is  celebrated  by  Swift,  Maynwaring, 
Archdeacon  Daniel,  and  many  other  writers.     N. 
*  See  above,  p.  168,     N.  -f  Sec  p.  172.     N. 

^cgleafu^, 
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Kegleftful,  yet  fecure,  with  arrows  plays; 
Unmeaning,  throws,  and,  undeliring,  flays  ; 
She  ftoops  to  make  no  prize  her  httle  aim, 
But  emulates  her  fire,  and  conquers  hut  for  fame. 

Bolton's  *  majeftic  form  invades  the  fight 
With  awful  wonder  and  fublime  delight ; 
Here  differing  deities  confpire  our  fate, 
Venus  and  Juno,  fweetnefs  dwells  with  frate  : 
High  pines  are  emblems  of  her  graceful  fize. 
And  bending  oliers  fhew  her  humble  guife. 
Difeafe  fohcits  her  with  impious  care. 
And  too  too  faft  her  precious  fpirits  wear, 
Kot  thus  her  charms  :  ev'n  yielding,  how  fhe  reigns., 
And  conquers  others,  while  herfelf 's  in  chains  ! 
Great,  3-.et  oppreft  !  were  Virtue's  image  feen. 
Virtue  could  live  but  equally  ferene  ; 
In  pain  fiie  proves  the  prowefs  of  her  mind, 
And  only  when  fhe  dies  deceives  mankind. 
Forbid  it.  Heaven !  that  Fate  (hould  ever  clofe 
Such  all-commanding  eyes,  and  plunge  the  world  in  woes! 

To  Seymour  f,  daring  Mufe,  thy  numbers  raife-; 
Mufe,  thy  bed  numbers  flag  beneath  her  praife-: 

Lo! 

•-'*  See  anove,  p.  169.     N, 

f  Lldy  Eizabeth  Percy,  only  furv'iving  claugViter  and  fole 
heirefs  ofjofceline  earl  of  Northumberland,  and  in  her  own 
right  baronefs  Percy,  Lucy,  Poynings,  Fitz-Paync,  Brian, 
iod  Lacimer.  Being  fo  great  an  heirefs,  Ihe  was  thrice  mar- 
ried, and  twice  a  widow  before  fhe  was  lixteen.  She  was  but 
ffbur  years  old  at  her  father's    death  ;  and  being  educated  by 

her 


CELEBRATED    BEAUTIES.     ^%^ 

T,o !  fweetefl  youth,  difclaiming  artful  care. 
Sports  in^ifef  face,  ard  revels  in  her  air  j 
Briiknefe¥hd  i-rinoct-ncc  their  powers  unite. 
And,  next  her-f^^^flefs  riiind,  her  Ikin  is  white, 
Whe>i  radiant  •feriilhes't'o'Tier  cheeks  repair, 
XSuch  lovely  Trains  become  the  brighter  fair) 
GoJs  !   how  that  paint  of  nature  tenipts  our  eyes  ; 
How  fiar»:h's  Aurora  far  tranfcends  the  ikies  ! 
But  her  high  merit  checks  the  bold  delight. 
We  tremble  at  the  foul,  yet  rict:  at  the  fight. 

her  grandmother)  the  old  count^fs  of  Northumberland,  was, 
about  the  latter  end  of  the  year  1679,  married  firft  to  Henry 
Gavendiih  earl  of  Ogle,  only  fon  and  heir  of  Henry  duke  of 
Ncwcaftle;  but  he  departed  this  life  Nov.  i,  1680.     She  was 
fecondiy  married,  or  contrafted,  to  Thomas  Thynne  efq;   of 
Longleate,  who  was  alTaffinaced  ©n  Sunday   Feb.  12,  1681-2, 
as  he  was  riding  through   Pall   Mall  in    his   coach  by  fome 
ruffians  hired  by  Count  Coningfmarck,    who  had  entertained 
prefumptuous  hopes  of  fucceeduig  with  this  young  heirefs,    if 
"he  could  remove  Mr.  Thynne  out  of  the  way  ;  but  in  this  he 
was    miftaken,    for  though   he  hlmfelf  efcaped  the  punifli~ 
tnent  due   for  this   horrible  crime,   he  reaped  no  advantage 
■from    it;    as,    May   30,    16S2,   fhe  was  thirdly   married  to 
Charles  Seymour  duke  of  Somerfet,  being  then  only  in   her 
lixteenth  year.    Her  grace  was  one  of  the  greateft  ornaments 
'of  Queen  Anne's  court,  and  fucceeded  the  dutchefs  of  Marl- 
borough as  groom  of  the    ftole.     She  died    Nov.    23,   ly^-j 
•aged  56.    She  was  mother   of  Algernon   duke  of  Someifct, 
and    grandmother    to    lady    Elizabeth  Seymour,    who     has 
been  fo  much  admired  and  diftinguilhed  as  dutchefs   of  Nor- 
thumberland.    Sec  Collins's  Peerage,  art.  Percy,  Duks  ©f 
Northumberland.     N. 

When 
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When  Tufcon  *  was  created,  Nature  took 
•Such  care  to  furnifli  out  a  conquering  look. 
Who  did  not  think  her  hoard  of  luftre  fpcnt. 
And  eyes  defign'd  hereafter  innocent? 
'Nor  was  fhe  lefs  extravagant  in  bloom,  [loonj. 

As  if  fhe  meant  no  future  charms,  and  beggar'd  all  h^r 

For  i)eauteous  Helen  Troy  in  tires  was  feen. 
The  world  was  facritic'd  to  ^Egypt's  queen  j 
Behold  in  Aihburnham|  a  brighter 


dam 


v-> 


But  Virtue  ftiflcsfuch  deftru£live  flame. 

Heavens  !  were  flie  free  from  Hymen's  envy'd  chains, 

Who  would  not  rage  with  Cupid's  fierceft  pains  ? 

Marriage  fufpends  our  tranfports,  for  who  dare 

Burn,  now  Hope's  fled,  and  tempt  extreme  defpair? 

Th'  illuftrious  Ancients  were  by  halves  divine, 

The  face  and  mind  did  ne'er  together  fliine  : 

Here,  all  accemplifhments  are  fully  lliown, 

And  every  Goddefs  is  compris'd  in  one ; 

"So  fair  ;  yet  fairnefs  feems  her  fmalleft  praife, 

.Her  foul  's  proiufe  of  light,  and  darts  immortal  rays. 

Pier- 

*  Lady  Catharine  Tufcon,  eldeft  daughter  of  Thomas  earl  of 
Thanet,  and  married  to  Edward  Watfon  lord  Rockingham.N, 

f  Lady  Maiy,  yovsngeft  daughter  to  James  duke  of  Or- 
mond  ;  and  married  to  John  Lord  Afhburnham.  She  was  a 
great  favourite  with  Swift,  who  gives  an  account  of  hcf  mar- 
riage, Journal  to  Stella, 'Oft.  lo,  1710;  and,  Jan.  3,  I7I2-I3» 
thus  affeflionately  fpeaks  of  her  death :"  I  am  juft  novr 
told  that  poor  dear  lady  Alhburnham,  the  duke  of  Ormond's 
daughter,  died  yefterday  at  her  country-houfe.  The  poor 
sreature  was  with  child.     She  was  my  grcateft  favourite,   * 
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Pierpoint  's  in  all  the  pomp  of  youth  array'd, 
Cliarming  as  winter's  fliine,  or  fummer's  fhacle; 
Fair  as  defcending  fnow,  or  mounting  light. 
Born  to  Hiame  fancy,  and  enflave  at  fight: 
What  's  all  our  boafted  freedom,  when  we  gaze  ?  [obeys. 
Britain's  diftinguilh'd  blelling  flies,  and  man  in  chains 

The  graceful  movement  of  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Th'  enchanting  afpe6l  of  the  Queen  of  Love, 
Minerva's  Ikill  and  excellence  in  arts, 
Apollo's  rays,  and  Cupid's  piercing  darts. 
Bright  Hebe's  youth,  and  chafle  Diana's  mind, 
Sofcnefs  and  fwectnefs  of  the  Churclilll  kind. 
All  blended  in  one  perfe6t  piece,  would  (liew 
Proby's  confummate  image  to  tlie  ravlfli'd  view. 

ani  I  am  in  exceffive  concern  for  her  lofs.  I  hardly  knew  a 
more  valuable  perlon  on  all  accounts.  Your  mull  have  heard 
me  talk  of  her.  I  am  afraid  to  fee  the  duke  and  dutchefs. 
She  v/as  naturally  very  healthy  ;  I  fear  ihe  has  been  thrown 
away:  for  want  of  care.  Pray  condole  with  me.  'Tis  ex-, 
trcmely  moving.  Her  lord  is  a  pvijipy ;  and  I  ihall  never 
think  it  worth  my  while  to  be  troubled  with  him  now  he  has 
loft  all  that  was  valuable  in  his  pofleffion :  yet  I  think  h« 
ufed  her  pretty  well.  I  hate  life,  when  I  think  it  expofed 
to  fuch  accidents;  and  to  fee  fo  many  thoufand  wretches  bur- 
thening  the  earth,  while  fuch  as  her  die,  makes  me  think 
God  did  never  intend  life  for  a  blefiing."  From  thefc  cxpref- 
(ions,  Dr.  Hawkefworth  v/ell  obfcrves,  and  thoCc  he  ufcs  in 
the  account  of  the  dutchefs  of  Hamilton's  atfli£lion  on  the 
leath  of  her  hulhand  (fee  his  Journal  to  Stelb,  Nov.  15, 
■712),  Swift  appears  to  have  had  a  ftrong  fympathy  in  the 
liftrefs  of  others  ;  which  he  has  generally,  even  by  his  advo- 
:ates,  been  fuppofcd  to  want.  N. 
Vol.  V.  U  It 
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If  breathing  flowers  fuch  pleafing  fweets  difpenfc, 
If  light  has  charms,  and  fo  allures  the  fenfe, 
If  mufic's  drains  have  that  pcrfuafive  art, 
O  lovely  Vaughan  *  !  how  form'd  to  flrike  the  heart'! 
Such  a  complexion  foils  the  pride  of  May, 
Such  looks  add  fplendor  to  the  brighteft  day; 
Such  tuneful  fpeech  affords  fo  moving  founds, 
We  fancy  crowns  in  chains,  and  tafte  delight  in  wounds. 

C — 11 — r's  t  a  fubjeft  dear  ro  Britifli  lavs. 
Her  fhape,  her  every  feature  '"s  wrough.t  for  piaife  j 
V/hat  humid  pearls  of  forrow  feem  to  rife, 
As  if  (he  wept  the  ravage  of  her  eyes  ! 
Still,  ftill  we  bleed,  and  no  relief  is  gain'd. 
Her  killing  beauty  's  true,  her  faving  pity  feign'd. 

Thy  rhymes,  oh  Mufe,  with  young  Louifa  J  grace, 
That  growing  wonder  of  the  Brudenell  race; 
£v'n  now  her  charms  difclofe  a  pleafing  bloom. 
But  promife  riper  fweetnefs  yet  to  come ; 
Kature,  for  all  her  vaft  indulgence,  tears 
T"  entruft  perfe£i:ion  to  thofe  tender  years. 
But  Ihortly  will  her  choiceft  ftores  difplay. 
And  give  to  fuch  a  morn  an  anfwerable  day. 

*  Lady  Anne  Vaughan,  daughter  and  fole  heir  to  John 
earl  orCarbury;  and  married  to  Charles  marquis  of  Win-^ 
chefter,  afterwards  duke  of  Bolton.     N. 

f  Nothing  is  more  fugitive  than  Beauty  ;  I  am  afraid  the 
memory  of  fome  °^    thefe  Ladies  is  quite  loft.     R. 

t  Lady  Louifa  ■"  enox,  daughter  to  Charles  duke  of  Rich- 
mond by  Anne  day  ghter  to  the  earl  of  Cardigan.    N. 

What' 
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"Wliat:  mighty  glories  fliall  this  fair  adorn, 
Allied  to  Mira,  and  of  Richmond  born;         ^ 
Mira  ib  bright  to  kindle  Granville's  fire, 
How  did  Ihe  (hine,  tliat  could  fuch  warmth  infpire  ! 
Richmond,  (o  great  to  give  that  title  fame, 
And  more  than  ef|ual  her  from  whom  our  toafling  camel 

To  Reynolds,  Mufe,  that  mafs  of  beauty,  rile, 
Her  mien  how  charming,  and  how  bright  her  eyts  \ 
From  opening  Eafl;  lefs  glorious  luflre  breaks; 
'How  Nature's  curious  pencil  paints  her  clieeks  ! 
The  Loves,  miQaking  her  for  Venus,  throng. 
And  feafted  thus  continue  in  the  wrong. 
Seems  fhe  not  more  than  numbers  can  exprefs  ? 
Seems  not  ev'n  thought  afraid  to  make  fuch  wonders  Icfs  ? 
Men  may  with  juftice  Nature's  dealing  blame, 
And  charge  their  parent  with  a  partial  aim .; 
Who  too,  too,  lavifli  to  her  female  race, 
Beftows  frefh  gifts,  and  fprings  new  mines  of  grace  j 
But,  ah  !  to  them  fo  fparing,  deigns  to  raife 
No  hidden  ftores  of  wit  to  give  proportion'd  praife. 

Farmer's  a  pattern  for  the  beauteous  kind. 
Com  pes 'd  to  pleafe,  and  every  way  refin'd  ; 
I  Obliging  with  referve,  and  humbly  great, 

ij  Though  gay,  yet  modefl:,  though  fublime,  yet  fweet; 

>lFair  without  art,  and  graceful  without  pride. 
By  merit  and  defcent  to  dearhlcfs  fame  allied. 
Seek  not  the  Venus  flar  that  gilds  the  flties, 
Two  brighter  iTiars  are  found  in  Walpolc's  eyes  j 
Defii^  not  Nature's  wealth  in  fields  difplay'd, 
Far  nobler  flores  entich  the  blooming  maid  ; 

U  i  Rack 
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Hack  not  your  thought  to  paint  what 's  fvveetly  rare. 
Look  but  on  VValpole's  form,  'tis  all  familiar  there. 
Thee,  Chetwynd,  all  that  fee  thee  ftrive  to  praife. 
And  with  infatiace  longings  ftill  mull  gaze,- 
T"re{h  fpringing  glories  every  moment  rife, 
And  in  new  raptures  hurl  us  to  the  {kies. 
•O  !  could  I  reach  a  harmony  in  found, 
Like  the  fam'd  i.weetnefs  of  her  afpeft  found. 
To  yon  bright  fphere  I  'd  raife  the  glittering  dame, 
And  with  due  numbers  fhake  the  pattern  of  her  frame. 

Thrice  glorious  Newington!   how  juftly  great! 
l^o  charms  are  abfcnt,  and  each  charm's  compleat; 
All  that  have  eyes  thy  beauties  mufl:  confefs, 
All  that  have  tongues  thofe  beauties  would  exprefs  ; 
They  wouUi  —  But,  oh !  the  language  fcants  the  will, 
Ivature  "s  too  firong  for  art,  and  baffles  utmofl  Ikill. 
Born  for  command,  yet  mov'd  from  public  view, 
As  cloy'd  with  power,  and  weary  to  fubdue ; 
To  filent  fliades  I  fee  the  vi6\or  run, 
And  rell  beneath  the  virtues  which  Ihe  won  ; 
Envy  prcfumes  not  to  dillurb  her  there, 
Envy,  wherewith  th'  unliandfome  teaze  the  fair. 
Her  fliining  look  exalts  the  gazing  fwain, 
But,  oh  !  wiciiin  he  feels  confuming  pain. 
So  fparkling  flames  raife  water  to  a  fmile, 
Yet  the  pleas'd  liquoi-  pines,  and  lellens  all  the  while. 

Where  charming  H — le  appears,  Ihe  treads  on  fpoils. 
Our  fex  are  valTals.  and  Jier  own  are  foils ; 
Such  a  peculiar  elegance  of  face  ! 
So  many  .fweeLntiTc'^ !  fuch  lively  .giace  ! 
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0!i  that  becoming  negligence  of  air  ! 

There's  fomething  curious  in  her  want  of  care,. 

Here  Love  may  with  incor.ftancy  agree, 

For  one  's  variety,  one  fuch  as  fhe. 

Captivity,  fo  caus'd,  we  proudlv  blefs. 

And  zealous  be  to  f.aves,  nor  wifh  our  fetters  lefb> 

Attraftive  Sq-re  with  endleu  pleafure  's  fecn,. 
Oh,  trifling  grandeur  of  the  Cyprian  Queen  ! 
Only  three  Graces  form'd  her  higheft  ftate,. 
But  thoufand  Graces  on  this  Venus  wait,. 
ImpoiTible  for  eves  to  take  their  hill 
There  's  fomething  eminently  winning  ftill;. 
A  novelty  of  charms  falutes  the  fight, 
More  fweet  than  blodomsj  and  more  gay  than  h'glit  • 
Two  powerful  pallions,  when  we  gaze,  v/e  prove; 
Joy  revels  in  our  looks,  and  in  ourbofoms  Love. 

Well  Langton's  name  becomes  the  radiant  lill  t 
Who  can  her  praiie  refufe,  her  power  refill:  ? 
Was  ever  nymph  thus  exquifitely  wrought? 
Seems  fhe  not  almoft  lovely  to  a  fault  r 
At-once  fo  many  ci  owding  wonders  prefs, 
Ev'n  m.are  flie  'd  charm  us,  if  flie  charm 'd  us  kll:. 
Have  you  not  leen,  on  Anna's  pompous  day, 
A  thoufand  Qhje6ls  all  profufely  gay  ? 
Such  liumbers  only  not  oppreL'd  the  fight, 
"Yet  lefs  variety  gives  full  delight. 
See  !  fee  !   th'  alternate  glories  of  the  flcies 
Blend  in  her  form,  and  all  at  once  furpjkit  ; 
Her  rofy  cheek  the  blufh  of  morning  fliews^ 
Her  dazling  eyes  the  mid-day  fun  difclofe; 

U  3  rlht 
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Her  air  rcfembles  well  the  milky  way,  [p^ay. 

There  Stars  unnumber'd  Ihine,  here  Loves  iinnumber'd 

O!  why  (lid  Heaven,  wh.lch  thus  adorn'd  the  fair, 

And  made  the  workman  (hip  fo  much  its  care, 

Not  with  foft  pity  temper  all  the  refl, 

And-place  this  kind  reliever  in  her  breafl  ? 

Still  poor  eamelions,  we  muft  live  on  air. 

She  thinks  a  look  too  much — the  lover's  fmallefl:  fare 

There's  no  way  to  be  fafe  from  H — tl — y's  darts, 
Nor  light  nor  darknefs  can  lecure  our  hearts  j 
Both  eyes  and  ears  are  traitors  to  repofe. 
Looking  or  liftening,  ends  in  amorous  woes  j 
Gods !  when  we  fee,  we  're  vanquifli'd  by  her  vieWy 
And,  v;hile  we  hear,  her  melting  notes  fubdue. 
Mufe,  fmg  the  nymph  that  's  fo  corapos'd  for  fame. 
Make  Heaven  and  Earth  acquainted  with  her  name; 
Thyfelf,  oh  nymph,  to  teach  the  Mufe  incline, 
For  there  's  no  perfe£l  melody  but  thine ; 
Then  fhe  might  haply  boaft  a  warbling  air. 
And  form  the  fong  as  fweet,  as  Nature  form'd  thee  fair. 

Reach  diftant  *  M — ndy,  Mufe,  with  founding  flrains, 
Th'  excelling  maid  that  walles  her  time  in  plains  j 
.lid  her  appear,  and  blefs  the  longing  fight: 
Retirement  "s  wrong  for  youth,  for  age  'tis  right. 
Say,  that  her  prefence  to  the  world  is  due  : 
Alpefts  fo  brilliant  are  ordain'd  for  view. 
'The  Sun,  whofe  glory's  but  to  match  her  eyes, 
Llaihes  diffufive  beams,  and  brightens  all  the  ikies. 

Certain  as  Fate,  and  fv»'ift  as  feather'd  darts. 
Oh,  VVilliamfon  !  thy  arrows  pierce  our  hearts  ; 
'■':•  PoiTibly  one  of  the   Mvudys  of  Derbyfliire.     K. 

One: 
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Cnce  with  aa  equal  right  ro  glory  fhin'd 
A  iignal  charmer  of  thy  own  bright  kind  ; 
Once — but  remorfekfs  death  too  quickly  feiz'd 
This  finifh'd  obj-6t,  that  fo  vafily  pleas'd  ; 
No  refpite  from  concern  our  fouls  could  find. 
Did  fhe  not  leave  thee  here,  a  wonder  ftill  behind. 

Like  banks  adorn'd  with  Nature's  flowery  train, 
Alfton's  fvveet  look  delights  th'  admiring  fwain  : 
Pleas'd,  not  content,  he  lets  his  wilhes  rife. 
And  would  regale  more  fenfes  than  his  eyes, 
Bur,  hid  in  bloom,  that  ferpent,  icorn,  dcftroys 
The  lover's  fondefl;  hopes,  and  poifons  all  his  joys. 

The  Dalhwoods  are  a  family  of  charms, 
Each  n;,  mph  's  appoi::ted  with  refifllefs  arms. 
So  foft,  fo  fweet,  fo  articfs,  and  fo  young, 
Pride  of  the  fight,  and  pleafure  of  the  tongue. 
Dearly  we  pay  for  fuch  immoderate  light. 
Beauty  's,  like  Love,  feverely  exquifite; 
Our  fouls  are  wound  to  that  exceilive  height, 
We  fuffer,  not  enjoy,  the  vaft  delight. 

Nor  lefs  rcnovvn'd  in  charms  the  Herveys  (land; 
How  fair  they  feem  !  how  falhion'd  for  command  !" 
Each  of  herfelf  might  fingly  challenge  praife, 
One  were  a  tempting  talk  for  endiefs  lays. 
Did  not  another  and  another  fhine, 
Splendid  alike,  and  equaliv  divine. 
As  if  imperial  Beauty  meant  no  more 
To  reign  at  large,  and  fprcaJ  her  mighty  power; 
But  with  unequal  favour  v/ould  confine 
Her  nuinerous  treafures  to  that  darling  line.  , 

U  4  Ca)i 
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Can  Smith  unnoted  pafs,  fo  fram'd  for  praife  ? 
"Ev-'n  Britain's  court  grows  brighter  with  her  rays. 
Oh  lovely  conflicl  of  her  varying  hue  ! 
Lily  and  Rofe  by  grateful  turns  fubdue. 
Promifcuous  charms  our  ravifh'd  fenfes  greet. 
Here  April's  bloom,  and  Augufl's  ripenefs  meet ; 
Delights,  which  feem  but  to  falute  the  year, 
Eternally  refide,  and  flourifti  here  ,- 
Who  cm  exprefs  which  feafon  cheers  him  moft  ? 
How  gay  the  minutes  fly,  when  fhe  's  the  toafi ! 
Bright  as  the  ftone,  with  which  the  glafs  we  wound, 
Infpiring  as  the  juice,  with  which  the  glafs  is  crown'd. 

Oh,  Wilkinfon  !  who  can  of  beauty  fing. 
And  not  an  offering  to  thy  altar  bring  ? 
"Who  can  defcribe  the  young,  the  fweet,  the  fair. 
And  not  thy  chain\s,  thy  wondrous  charms  declare? 
UnfuUied  luftie  dwells  upon  thy  face, 
Nor  eye  can  find  a  ftain,  nor  fancy  mend  a  grace. 

One  pleafure  more,  indulgent  Mufe,  afford, 
Pleafure  fupreme,  when  Forrefler  's  the  word ! 
Defert  fo  vafl  commands  thy  utmolt  lavs, 
And  fure  'tis  almoin  impious  not  to  praife; 
Praife  dare  1  call  it,   wlien  each  boldefl:  line 
Shows  like  weak  twilight  to  meridian  Ihine  ? 
Lo  !  mien,  complexion,  features,  voice,  confpire, 
Perfeftion's  brands,  to  fet  the  world  on  fire  j 
Oh  fhc  's  all  wonders  !  Heaven's  whole  excellence 
Meets  in  her  frame,  and  fills  our  every  fcnfe  ; 
That  grace,  which  moft  ennobles  who  cpn  name. 
Where  all 's  divinely  great,  entitled  all  to  fame? 

As 
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As  well  the  man,  who  travels  all  the  day 

Scorch'd  with  the  fun,  might  tell  the  fiercefl  ray, 

He  knows  the  lucid  author  of  his  flames, 

But  with  his  parching  heat  alike  he  charges  all  the  beams. 

Ye  numerous  charmers,  who  remain  unfung, 
Forgive  th'  unequal  tribute  of  my  tongue. 
Not  that  your  conquefls  fail,  my  (trains  expire, 
I  own  your  powers,  and  feel  a  lilent  fire  j 
No  more  my  prcfent  raptures  can  puriue, 
But  when  my  Mufe  takes  breath,  I  '11  loar,  and  fingofyou; 

SONG.    BY    SIR    G.    E  T  H  E  R  E  G  E  *, 

FAIR  Iris,  ajl  our  time  is  fpenc 
In  trifling,  whilll  we  dally  j 
The  lovers,  who  're  indifferent. 

Commit  the  groffeft  folly. 
Ah !   ftint  not  then  the  flowing  pleafure 
To  fuch  a  wretched  fcanty  meafure  ; 
Since  boundlefs  paflion  boundlefs  joys  will  prove': 
Excefs  can  only  juflify  our  love. 
Excefs,  in  other  things  fo  bad. 

In  love  's  the  juftell:  meafure  : 
No  other  reafon  's  to  be  had 
In  that  feraphic  pleafure. 
From  growing  love,  bright  nymphs,  your  faces 
Receive  ten  thoufand  fweeter  graces. 
My  iris,  then,  that  you  may  be  divine, 
Let  your  foft  flame  fprcad  night  and  day,  like  mine. 

SONG 

*  The  Songs  by  Sir  George  Etherege  In  the  Colleftion  of 
1673  are  particularly  noticed  by  OUys  in  his  MS  Noics  on 

Lanjj- 
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SONG   FOR    ST.    CECILIA'S   DAY^^^ 

WRITTEN  BY  THO.  SHADWELLf,  £8(^1690. 

/^  Sacred  Harmony,  prepare  our  lavs, 

^^     While,  on  Cecilia's  day,  we  iing  your  praife, 

From  Earth  to  Heaven  our  warbling  voices  ralfe  ! 

Join 

Langbalne.  I  have  already  printed  moft  of  them  from 
Tooke's  Colleftion  (fee  vol.  I.  p.  192—204.  And  vol.  II.  p. 
113  — 119).  Another  is  now  added,  which,  as  coming  from 
Sir  George,  may  have  fome  claim  to  notice, — "  Ye  happy 
fwains,"  Sec.  (vol.  I.  p.  194).  is  by  Mr.  Howe.     N. 

*  See  vol.  IV.  p.  28.  64.  357. — This  fong  of  Shadweli's,  Is 
felefted  as  a  fpecimen  of  his  poetr)-,  v.ill  ferve  to  complete 
the  feries  of  verfes  in  honour  of  St.  Cecilia.     N. 

-{•Thomas  Shadweli  efq;  (of  a  good  family  in  Staftord-- 
Ihire)  bom  at  his  father's  feat  at  Stanton  Hall  in  Nor- 
folk about  1640,  was  educated  at  Cains  College,  Cambridge; 
and,  after  Undying  the  law  for  fome  time  in  The  Middle 
Temple,  went  abroad.  Gn  his  return,  he  foon  introduced 
himfelf  by  his  dramatic  writings  to  perfons  of  the  firft  con- 
fequence  j  and  obtained  on  the  Revolution  the  oflace  of  Poet 
Laureat.  '•  The  revenue,  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  which  Dryden 
had  enjoyed  v/ith  fo  much  praife,  was  transferred  to  Shadweli, 
an  old  enemy,  whom  he  had  formerly  ftigmatized  by  the 
name  of  O^-.  Dryden  could  not  decently  complain  that  he 
was  depofed  ;  but  feemed  very  angry  that  Shadweli  fucceedcd 
hira,  and  has  therefore  celebrated  the  intruder's  inauguration 
in  a  poem  cxijuifitely  fatirical;  cailed  Ma(  Jlscno."     It  has 
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Join  all  ye  glorious  inftruments  around, 
The  yielding  air  with  your  vibrations  wound, 
And  fill  Heaven's  conclave  with  the  mighty  found. 

You  did  at  firfl:  the  warring  atoms  join. 

Made  qualities  moft  oppofite  combine. 

While  difcords  did  with  pleafmg  concords  twine, 

*  The  univerfe  you  fram'd,  you  flill  fuflain  ; 
Without  you,  what  in  tune  does  now  remain 
Would  jangle  into  Chaos  once  again. 

It  does  your  moft  tranfceneknt  glory  prove, 
That,  to  compleat  immortal  joys  above, 
There  mufl  be  Harmony  to  crown  their  love. 

Dirges 

been  well  obferved  by  another  able  writer,  *'  that  a  fatlrift 
never  pays  the  leaft  regard  to  truth,  when  it  interferes  with 
the  gratification  of  his  refentment  or  fpieen."  Nothing  can 
be  falfer  than  the  idea  intended  to  be  conveyed  in  the  follow-' 
ing  couplet; 

*'  Others  to  fomc  faint  meaning  make  pretence, 

But  Shadwell  never  deviates  into  fenfe." 
Mr.  Shadwell  was  far  inferior  to  Dryden  ;  but  Shadwell  did 
not  write  nonfenfe.  Many  of  his  comedies  have  fiae  ftrokes 
of  humour,  and  abound  in  original  chara<fters  flrongly 
marked  and  well  fuftained.  Re  had  an  uncommon  4uick." 
nefs  of  writing.  The  carl  of  Rochefter,  v/ho  has  obferved 
that 

*'  N<)ne  feem  to  touch  upon  true  comedy 

But  liafty  Shadwell,  and  flow  V/ichcrlcy,'* 
had  ftill  a  better  opinion  of  his  converftition  than  of  his  v/ru- 

ings  3 
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Dirges  wirh  forrovv  ftill  infpire 
The  doleful  and  lamenting  choir, 
V/ith  fwelling  hearts  and  flowing  eyes. 
They  folcmnize  their  obfequies  ; 
For  grief  they  frequent  difcords  chufe^ 
Long  bindings  and  chromatics  ufe. 
Organs  and  Viols  fadly  groan 
To  the  voice's  difmal  tone. 

If  Love's  gentle  paffions  we 
Exprefs,  there  muft  be  Harmony; 
We  touch  the  foft  and  tender  flute. 
The  fprinkling  and  melodious  lute, 
When  we  defcribe  the  tickling  fmart 
Which  does  invade  a  love-fick  heart  : 
Sweet  nymphs  in  pretty  murmurs  plain,. 
All  chili  and  p?.nting  with  the  pleafiiig  pain. 
Which  can  be  eas'd  by  nothing  but  the  fwam. 


i 


ings  ;  for  he  faid,  "  that  if  he  had  burnt  all  he  wrote,  and 
printed  all  he  fpoke,  he  would  have  had  nwre  wit  and  huniourt 
than  any  other  poet."  He  was  a  great  favouritt  with  Otway  ; 
■whafliajrd  with  him  in  the  contempt  ©f  Dryden.  He  diad 
Dec.  9,  1692  ;  and  a  white  marble  monument,  with  his  bull, 
was  placed  in  Weftminfter  Abbey  by  his  fon  Sir  John  Shad- 
well,  phyfician  to  king  George  II.  He  wrote  17  plays, 
which  need  not  be  here  enumerated  ;  and  was  author  of  ft-v.cral 
fmall  poems  ;  the  chief  of  which  are,  i.  the  Ode  here  printed  ; 
2.  A  congratulatory  poem  on  the  Prince  of  Orange's  coming 
to  England;  3.  another  on  Queen  Mary  j  and  4.  a  tranilation 
«f  the  tenth  fatire  of  Juvenal.     N. 

1  If 
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If  poets  in  a  lofty  epic  flrain, 

Some  ancient  noble  hiftory  recite, 
iriow  heroes  love,  and  puiffant  conquerors  fight, 
[Or  how  of  cruel  Fortune  they  complain  j 
|Or  if  the  Mufe  the  fate  of  empires  fings, 
JThf  change  of  crowns,  the  rife  and  fall  of  kfngs  j 

CHORUS. 

'Tis  facred  Mufick  does  impart 

Life  and  vigour  to  the  art ; 
It  makes  the  dumb  poetic  pi6lures  breathe, 
A'i£lors'  and  Poets'  names  it  faves  from  death. 

How  does  the  thundering  martial  fong 

Provoke  the  military  throng  ! 

The  Haut-boys  and  the  warlike  Fife, 

With  clamors  of  the  deafening  drum. 

Make  peafants  bravely  hazard  life. 

And  quicken  thoi'e  whom  fears  benum  ! 

The  clangor  of  the  Trumpe:'^  found 

Fills  all  the  dufiy  place  around. 

And  does  from  neighbouring  hills  rebound  : 

lo  triumph  when  we  fing, 

We  make  the  trembhng  valleys  ring. 

GRAND      CHORUS. 

All  inftruments  and  voices  fit  the  choir. 
While  we  enchanting  harmony  admire. 
What  mighty  wonders  by  our  arts  are  taught. 
What  miracles  by  facred  numbers  wrought 
•On  earth  :  in  heaven,  no  joys  are  perfect  found, 
Till  by  celeftial  Harmony  they  're  crown'd. 

ODE 
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ODE    ON    ST.    CECILIA'S    DAY, 

BY     MR.    BRAD  Y  ^*,    1692. 

TT  AIL!   bright  Cecilia,  hail !  fill  every  heart 
■*■■*-  With  love  of  thee  and  thy  celeftial  art  ; 

That  thine  and  Mufick's  facred  love 

May  make  the  Britifh  forell  prove 
As  famous  as  Dodona's  vocal  grove  : 

Hark! 

*  Son  of  Major  Nicholas  Brady  (an  officer  of  the  king's 
army  in  the  rebellion  of  1641.)  and  of  Martha  daughter  of 
Luke  Gernon  (a  judge  of  fingular  meeknefs  an<I  probity). 
He  was  born  at  Bandon  in  the  county -of  Cork,  0£l.    28, 
16^9,  and  educated  at  St.  Finberry's,   in  that  county,  under 
Dr.  Tindall,  till  he  was  twelve  years  of  age,  when  he  was 
removed  to  Wellminfter  fchool,  where  he  was  chofen  king's 
fcholar,  and  thence  elefted  ftudent   of  Chrift  Church,  Ox- 
ford.    Dr.  Bulby  had   always  a  particular  regard    for  him  ; 
and  at  both  thofc  eleftions  he  was  firft  and  captain  among  all 
the  candidates  :  after  continuing  at  Oxford  about  four  years, 
he  went  to  Dublin,    v/herc  his  father  relided  ;  at  which  uni- 
verfity  he  immediately  commenced    B.  A,  and  the  following 
year  M.  A.     When  of  due    Handing,  the   diploma   for  the 
degree  of  D.  D.  was,  upon   account  of  his  uncommon  merit, 
prefented  to  him  from  that  univerfity  while  he  was  in  Eng- 
Jand,  and  brought  over   by  Dr.  Pratt,  then  fenior  travelling- 
fellow,  and  afterwards  provoft  of  that  college.     His  firft  pre- 
ferment in  the  church  was  to  a  prebend,  in   the  cathedral  of 
St.  Bury's,  in  the  city  of  Cork,  and  to  the   parilh  of  Kina- 
rlarchy,   in  the   county  of  Cork  ;    to  which  he  was  collated 
Vy  Bp.  Wettenhall,  to  whom  he  ^vas  domellic  chaplain".     He 
7  v.' as 
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ilark  !  hark  !  each  tree  its  filence  breaks, 
The  Box  and  Fir  to  talk  begin ! 
Tiiis  is  the  fprightly  Violin, 
That  in  the  Flute  diftin£lly  fpeaks  ? 
'Tvvas  fympathy  their  liftening  brethren  drew, 
When  to  the  Thracian  lyre  with  leafy  wings  they  flew. 

Tis 

was  a  zealous  promoter  of  the  Revolution,  and  an  eminent 
fufferer  for  it.  In  1690,  when  the  troubles  broke  out  in 
Ireland,  by  his  intereft  with  General  Mac  Carty,  he  thrice 
prevented  the  burning  of  Bandon  town,  after  three  feveral 
orders  from  king  James  to  deftroy  it.  The  fame  year,  hav- 
ing been  deputed  by  the  people  of  Bandon,  he  went  over  to 
England,  to  petition  the  parliament  for  a  redrefs  of  feme 
grievances  they  had  fuffered.  During  his  flay  there,  and  to 
the  time  of  his  death,  he  was  in  the  higheil  efteem  amorg 
all  ranks  of  perfons  in  that  kingdom,  for  his  eminent  at- 
tachment to  the  true  intereft  of  his  country.  June  29, 
1690,  he  married  Lattitia  daughter  of  Dr.  Synge,  archdeacon 
of  Cork,  and  a  near  relation  of  the  bilhop  of  that  name. 
By  this  lady  he  had  four  fons  and  four  daughters.  Having 
quitted  his  preferments  in  Ireland,  he  fettled  in  London, 
where  he  became  noted  for  his  abilities  in  the  pulpit,  and 
was  ele£led  minifter  of  St.  Catharine  Crecchurch,  in  1691, 
and  leifturer  of  St.  Michael,  Wood-  ftrcet.  He  foon  after, 
in  conjunffion  with  Mr.  Tate,  undertook  a  new  verfion  of 
the  Pfalms,  v/hich  have  lince  (though  Brady's  fliare  of  it 
incurred  the  ridicule  of  Swift  in  his  "  Remarks  on  Gibbs,") 
been  adopted  in  a  confidcrable  number  of  our  parilh  churches. 
Whilft  he  was  engaged  in  this  undertaking,  he  retired  to 
R.ithmond  in  Surrey  ;  and,  in  confcc^uence  of  the  high  ef- 
teem 
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Tis  Nature's  voice  ;  by  all  the  moving  wood 
Of  creatures  underftood  : 
The  univerlal  tongue  to  none 
Of  all  her  numerous  race  unknown  ! 

teem  entertained  for  him  by  the  gentlemen  of  that  village, 
was  invited  to  accept  the  office  of  their  minifler.  The  vi- 
carage of  Stratford  upon  Avon  was  prefented  to  him  by  the 
great  earl  of  Dorfet  ;  and  the  rcftory  of  Clapham  in  Surrey 
by  Dame  Rebekah  Atkins,  relift  of  Sir  Richard  Atkins, 
bart.  This  rectory  he  held,  with  Richmond,  till  his  death. 
He  was  alfo  chaplain  to  the  duke  of  Ormond's  troop  of 
horfe-guard?,  as  he  was  to  king  William  and  queen  Mary, 
and  afterwards  to  c^ueen  Anne.  The  whole  of  his  prefer- 
ments, v.-hi-ch  vere  in  very  pleafant  and  elegible  lituations, 
amoiuitcd  to  lix  hundred  pounds  a-year.  His  qualifications, 
it  is  faid,  would  have  raifed  him  to  fome  of  the  greateft  dig- 
nities in  the  church,  if  the  fuigular  humanitv  and  benevo- 
lence of  his  difpofition  would  have  fufFcrcd  him  to  have  run 
in  with  the  vehemence  of  either  prevailing  party,  or  had  he 
not  fettled  in  a  country  where  he  was  regarded  as  a  foreigner. 
Dr.  Brady  wrote  a  Play,  called  "  The  Rape,  or  The 
*'  Innocent  Impoftors,  a  Tragedy,  a(l;l:ed  at  Drury  Lane, 
*•'  1692,"  and  publillied  in  410,  in  that  year,  with  hisf  name. 
He  died  March  20,  1726,  in  the  67th  year  of  his  age,  leaving 
behind  Jiim  the  character  of  being  a  perfon  of  a  moft  obliging, 
fweet,  affable  temper,  a  polite  gentleman,  art  excellent 
preacher,  and  a  good  poet.  His  publications  are,  i.  The 
\erfion  of  the  Pfalms  ;  2.  The  jEneids  of  Virgil,  publilhed 
by  fubfcription,  2  vols.  8vo.  the  laft  of  them  in  1726.  He 
alfo  publiihed,  in  his  life  time,  two  volumes  of  Sermons, 
printed  at  London  in  1704  and  1706  ;  to  which  a  third 
:(foil:humous)  volume  was  added  in  1730.     N. 

From 
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From  her  it  learn'd  the  mighty  art 

To  court  the  ear,  and  ftrike  the  heart  : 
At  once  the  paHion'j  to  exprefs  and  move  ; 
We  hear,  and  flraight  we  grieve  or  hate,  rejoice  or  love: 

In  unfeen  chains  it  docs  the  fancy  bind ; 
Ac  once  it  charms  the  lenfe,  and  captivates  the  mind. 

Soul  of  the  world  !  infpir'd  by  thee. 

The  jarring  feeds  of  matter  did  agree, 

Thou  didft  the  fcatter'd  atoms  bind. 
Which,  by  thy  laws  of  true  proportion  join*d. 
Made  up  of  various  parts  one  perfect  harmony. 

Thou  tun'dll  this  world  below,  the  fpheres  above. 
Which  in  the  heavenly  round  to  their  own  mufic  move. 

With  that  fubllme  celeftial  lay 
Dare  any  earthly  founds  compare  ? 
If  any  earthly  mufic  dare. 

The  noble  Organ  may. 
From  Heaven  its  wondrous  notes  were  given, 
(Cecilia  oft  convers'd  with  Heaven,) 
Some  Angel  of  the  facred  choir 
Did  with  his  breath  the  pipes  infpire  ; 
And  of  their  notes  above  the  jufl  refemblance  gave, 
Brilk  without  lightnefs,  without  dullnefs  grave. 

Wondrous  machine ! 
To  thee  the  warbling  Lute, 
Though  us'd  to  conquefi,  mull  be  forc'd  to  yield  : 
With  thee  unable  to  difpute. 

The  airy  Violin 
And  lofty  Viol  quit  the  fxld; 
Vol.  V.  X  In 
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In  vain  they  tune  their  fpeaking  firings, 
To  court  the  cruel  Fair,  or  praife  victorious  Kings, 
Whilfl:  all  thv  confecrated  lays 
Are  to  more  noble  ufes  bent ; 
And  every  grateful  note  to  Heaven  repays 
The  melody  it  lent. 

In  vain  the  amorous  Flute  and  fofc  Guittar 

Jointly  labour  to  infpire 

Wanton  heat  and  loofe  defire  ; 

Whilft  thv  chafte  airs  do  gently  move 

Seraphic  flame  and  heavenly  love. 
The  Fife  and  all  the  harmony  of  war 

In  vain  attempt  the  pair)ons  to  alarm, 

Which  thy  commanding  founds  compofe  and  charm-* 
Let  thefe  among  themfelves  contefl, 

Which  can  difcharge  its  fingle  duty  befr. 

Thou  fumm'fr  their  differing  graces  up  in  one. 
And  art  a  concert  ot  them  all  within  thyfelf  alone. 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

Hail  !  'bright  Cecilia,  hail  to  tliee  ! 
Great  Patronefs  of  Us  and  Harmony  ! 
Who,  whilft  amongft  the  choir  above 
Thou  dofl  thy  former  (kill  improve, 
With  rapture  of  delight  doft  fee 
Thy  favourite  art 
Make  up  a  part 
Of  infinite  felicity. 
Hail  !  bright  Cecilia,  hail  to  thee  I 
Great  Patronefs  of  Us  and  Harmony  ? 

2  ODE 
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ODE    IQ^R    ST.    CECILIA'S    DAY. 

BY    MR.    THEOPH.    PARSONS.     1693*. 

/^Ecilia,  look,  look  down,  and  fee 

^^  A  tribute  paid  to  Harmony, 

A  tribute  paid  to  Heaven  and  Thee  : 

And  while  we  Mufick's  praife  relicarfc, 

In  lower  notes  and  fainter  verfe, 

Warm  you,  great  Saint,  your  willing  choir, 

With  your  own  celefrial  fire. 

May  you  move  on  every  firing,' 

Warble  fweets  in  every  voice, 
In  every  note  your  grateful  influence  fing, 
And  by  your  aid  confirm  our  happy  choice. 

Eldefl:  of  arts,  and  univerfal  fpring 

Of  every  thing  ! 
When  beings  in  a  dark  confufion  lav, 
Thy  voice  the  fullen  gloom  did  chafe. 
Matter  did  its  form  embrace, 
And  Chaos  fled  before  the  new-born  day. 
Heaven  look'd,  and  all  good  things  did  fee. 
And  all  that  good  arofe  from  Harmony. 

Parent  of  all  !  thou  ftill  doft  fway, 
And  o'er  this  lower  world  prefide  ; 
Man  and  his  paflions  thee  obey. 
As  meaner  waters  the  commanding  tide, 
Or  that,  the  moon's  imperious  ray. 

*  Dr.  Yalden's   Ode   for  the  fame  year  is  in  the  Englifh 
Poets,   vol.  X.  p.  381.     N. 

X  2  Beauty 
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Beauty  may  wound  th'  unguarded  eyes, 
And  flowly  creep  into  the  heart  : 

But  Muiick  quick  as  lightning  flies  ; 
The  pleafure  dances  with  the  fmart, 
And  meks  and  trills  through  every  part. 
Without  the  ma^^ick  of  the  Fair, 

Wc  love,  we  figh,  and  we  defpair, 
We  catch  at  founds,  and  grafp  the  fleeting  air. 

Hark !  hark  !  the  Trumpet  calls  to  arm ; 
What  vein  fo  drowfy  feels  not  the  alarm, 
And  wakes  not  at  th'  infpiring  charm  ? 

The  warlike  horfe  already  paws. 

And  neighs  aloud  his  warm  applaufe. 
In  vain  is  now  the  foftening  Flute, 
In  vain  the  warbling  of  the  Lute, 

Or  the  gay  Violin's  perfuading  airs  : 

The  philtre  glides  fuccefslefs  through  our  cars. 

Ev'n  Celia's  voice  no  more  can  tame 

The  forward  hero's  luft  of  fame. 

A  charm  might  vanquifh,  if  apply'd, 
A  madman's  frenzy,  or  a  woman's  pride  : 

Temper  with  hope  the  lover's  fears, 

(An  April-fhine  to  gild  his  tear^) 
The  weather  of  our  happinefs  abate. 
Softer  than  Love,  yet  absolute  as  Fate. 
But,  oh  !  more  fubtle  virtue  flows 

Such  jarring  palTions  to  compofe. 
Still,  fiill  the  work,  O  facred  Harmony,  is  thine: 

We  hear,  and  firaight  the  ruffled  foul 

Is  ftili ;  the  billows  ceafe  to  roll. 
The  fwelling  fireams  decline. 
And  every  wounded  faculty  is  whole.  Thus, 
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Thus,  at  the  {hepherd's  tuneful  cry. 

Divided  flocks  together  fly  : 
The  rivulets  their  murmurs  ceafe  ; 
Without  a  breath  of  wind  the  trees, 
And  fmiling  Nature  's  all  around  at  peace. 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

Tune  all  your  inflruments  aloud, 
Glad  voices  mingling  with  the  chearful  crowd ; 

Sacred  be  your  tuneful  lays, 

Sacred  to  Cecilia's  praife. 
Thus  we  '11  grateful  offerings  bring, 

Yearly  thus  her  praifes  fing  : 
Till,  join'd  in  chorus  with  our  Saint  above, 

We  take  a  nobler  theme,  to  prove 
By  endlefs  Harmony  immortal  Love. 


B' 
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'Left  Cecilia  !  charming  Maid  ! 
Where  fhall  mortals  feek  for  aid, 
Thee  to  fing  ?  whofe  tuneful  lays 
Shall  thy  fkill  in  mufic  praife  ? 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  thy  fons  their  duty  fhow. 
And  imitate  below. 
With  pious  love, 
What  Angels  fing  above. 
With  breath  the  fpacious  Organ  fill  ; 
With  vital  breath  the  Trumpet  fwell; 
Infpire  the  foftening  Flute  with  Ikill  j 
And  let  Cecilia,  Goddefs  of  our  fong, 
In  melting  accents  ever  dwell 
On  every  ftring  and  every  tongue. 

X  3  For 
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For  ever  facred  be  the  day. 
Beyond  all  others  bright  and  fair. 
Ever  joyous,  ever  gay, 
When  fir  ft  divine  Cecilia  found 
The  magic  art  to  quicken  the  long  filent  air 
With  all  the  energy  of  found. 
Up  to  the  Ikies, 
On  new-fledg'd  wings, 
From  earth  celeftial  mufick  flies. 
And  joins  in  concert  with  the  Cherub's  firings, 
Down  from  their  blifsful  bowers  they  came  ; 
Came  down,  to  liflen  and  admire 
The  mighty  animated  frame, 
Itfelf  a  quire. 

She  fmil'd, 
Cecilia  fmil'd,  to  fee 
The  Cherubs  mild. 

With  hovering  wings  dcfcending  from  on  high, 
Like  nimble  lightning,  fwift  and  gay. 
O'er  all  the  keys  her  wanton  fingers  play  j 
The  ready  notes  obey  her  touch  : 
Diliblv'd  in  ecftafy 
Th'  immortal  beings  Ive  ; 
Divine  Cecilia  charms  too  much. 

Her  fprighrly  Treble,  warbling  fweet. 
Glides  througii  the  veins 
On  even  feet, 

And  binds  the  foul  in  filken  chains  : 
The  yielding  foul  with  foftnefs  it  difarms, 
And,  like  a  woman,  charms. 
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With  manly  grace  the  Bafs  flalks  high,  - 

Array'd  in  awful  majefty  : 

Its  haughrv  bound  and  pompous  found' 

The  fpirits  warm,  the  foul  alarm, 

And  fhake  the  trembling  air  around. 

Between  the  two  extremes  the  Tenor  jflovvs 

In  gentle  ftrcams,  perfuading  union  as  it  goeSo 

And  now  in  perft£t  harmony 

The  blended  parts  agree. 

And  glut  the  liflening  ear  with  melody. 

The  Treble  flarts  ; 
On  fvvift  divifion  leads  the  chace, 
And  quite  out-ftrips  the  loitering  parts. 
The  rumbling  Bafs  with  clumfy  pace 
Purfues  the  fleeting  fugitive, 
And  all  in  triumph  does  her  backward  driv;  : 
But  fee  ! 

The  friendly  Tenor,  all  for  unity. 
Does  mildly  intcrpofe, 
And  joins  them  in  a  full  compounded  clofe* 

She  paus'd  a  while  ; 
For  filence  has  in  Mufick  place. 
The  ravifh  d  Cherubs,  with  a  hlent  fmilr, 
Difclofe  amazement  on  each  face. 
Again  fhe  plies  the  loud  machine; 
Again  intranc'd  the  Cherubs  Ji-  ; 
Immortal,  yet  in  pleafurcs  aimoft  die. 
Thrice  the  lovely  Maid 
Paus'd  i  and  thrice  fhe  play'd  j 

X4  An^l 
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And  thrice  Ihe  fhew'd  the  power  divine 
And  wondrous  force  of  modulated  found. 
That  like  a  mighty  torrent  flows, 
Viftorious  as  it  goes, 
And  fvveeps  away  the  ftrongeft  mound. 

CHORUS. 

With  breath  the  fpacious  Organ  fill ; 
With  vital  breath  the  trumpet  fwell  ; 
Infpire  the  foftening  Flute  with  ikill  ; 
And  let  Cecilia,  Goddefs  of  our  fong. 
In  melting  accents  ever  dwell. 
In  every  firing  and  every  tongue. 

ODE    FOR    ST.    CECILIA'S    DAY, 

AS     ALTERED     BY     MR.     POPE*. 

I. 

T^ESCEND,  ye  Nine!  defcend  and  f^.ng  ; 
^^^  Tiie  breathing  inftruments  infpire  j 
Wake  into  voice  each  filent  firing, 
And  fwecp  the  founding  lyre  ! 

In 

*  Set  to  mufic  by  Dr.  Greene,  in  1730,  as  an  excrcife  on 
taking  his  degree  of  Dodtor  of  Mufic  in  the  univerfuy  of 
Cambridge.  It  was  perforn^ed  with  great  applaufe  ;  and,  as 
an  additional  reftimony  to  his  merit,  Dr.  Greene  was  honoured 
with  the  title  of  profeffor  of  mufic  at  Cambridge.  To  anfwer 
Greene's  purpofe,  Mr.  Pope  condefcended  to  make  conliderable 
alterations  in  the  poem,  and  at  his  reqiicfl  to  infert  -n  it  one 

Aanza, 
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In  a  fadly-pleafing  ftrain 
Let  the  warbling  lute  complain  : 
In  more  lengthen'd  notes  and  flow. 
The  deep,  majeftic,  folemn  organs  blow. 
Hark  !  the  numbers  foft  and  clear 
Gently  fteal  upon  the  ear ; 
Now  louder  they  found. 
Till  the  roofs  all  around 
The  fhrill  echoes  rebound  : 
Till,  by  degrees,  remote  and  fmall. 
The  ftrains  decay. 
And  melt  away, 
In  a  dying,  dying  fall. 
IL 
By  Mufic,  minds  an  equal  temper  know, 
Nor  fvvell  too  high,  nor  fink  too  low. 
If  in  tlie  breafl  tumultuous  joys  arife, 
Mufic  her  foft  alTuaiive  voice  applies; 
Or,  when  the  foul  is  funk  in  cares, 
Exalts  her  with  enlivening  airs. 
Warriors  (he  fires  by  fprightly  founds; 
Pours  balm  into  the  lover's  wounds  : 
Paffions  no  more  the  foul  engage, 
Ev'n  Faflions  hear  away  their  rage. 

ffanza,  viz.  the  third.  As  he  thereby  rendered  It  greatly  diffe- 
rent from  the  ode  originally  publiihed,  I  Ihall  make  no  apo- 
logy to  my  readers  for  copying  it  from  the  valuable  work  in 
which  it  firfl  appeared  in  print,  the  *'  Hiftory  of  Mufic," 
by  Sir  John  Hav^rkins.  See  vol.  V.  of  that  excellent  perform- 
ance, p.  328.  And  fee  alfo  Mr.  Goftling's  Catalogue  of  Mufic, 
'old  by  au 61  ion  by  S.  Baker  in  May  1777.     N. 

in.  Am- 
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IlL 

Amphion  thus  bade  wild  dlfTenfion  ceafe, 
And  foften'd  mortals  learn'd  the  arts  of  peace. 
Amphion  taught  contending  kings, 
From  various  diicords,  to  create 
The  mufic  of  a  well-tun'd  ftate  ; 
Nor  flack,  nor  ftrain  the  tender  firings, 
Thofe  ufeful  touches  to  impart,. 
That  flrike  t4ie  fubjeft's  anfwering  heart. 
And  the  foft  filent  harmony  that  fprings 
From  facred  union  and  confent  of  things, 

IV. 
But,  when  our  country's  caufe  provokes  to  arms. 
How  martial  mufic  every  bofom  warms  ! 
When  the  fi-  f-  vellel  dar'd  the  feas. 

The  Thracian  rais'd  his  llrain, 
And  Argo  faw  her  kindred  trees 
Defcend  from  Pelion  to  the  main. 
Tranfported  demigods  ftood  round, 
And  men  grevv  heroes  at  the  found, 

Inflam'd  v,-  h  glory's  charms  ! 
Each  chief  hu  fevenfold  fi-ield  difplay'd, 
And  half  unfneath'd  the  fhining  blade  ; 
And  feas,  and  rocks,  and  Ikies  rebound 
To  arms,  to  arm. .  to  arms ! 

V. 

But  when  through  all  th'  infernal  bounds, 
Which  flaming  PhlegetciL  (uirounds, 
Sad  Orpheus  fought  his  confort  lofl : 

The 
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The  adamantine  gates  were  barr'd, 
And  nought  was  feen,  and  nought  was  heard. 
Around  the  dreary  coaft; 

But  dreadful  gleams, 
Difmal  fcreams, 
Fires  that  glow, 
Shrieks  of  woe. 
Sullen  moans. 
Hollow  groans, 
And  cries  of  tortur'd  ghofts  ! 
But  hark  !  he  ftrikes  the  golden  lyre  j 
And  fee  !  the  tortur'd  ghofls  refpire. 
See  Ihady  forms  advance  ! 
And  the  pale  fpeftres  dance  ! 
The  Furies  fink  upon  their  iron  beds,       [heads,.. 
And  fnakes  uncurl'd  hang  hftening  round  tlteir 

VI. 

By  the  dreams  that  ever  flow, 
By  the  fragrant  winds,  that  blow  ' 

O'er  the  Elyfian  flowers  j 
By  thofe  happy  fouls  that  dwell 
In  yellow  meads  of  Afphodel,  , 

Or  Amaranthine  bowers  ; 
By  the  hero's  armed  Ihades  ; 
Glittering  through  the  gloomy  glades^ 
By  the  youths  that  died  for  love, 
Wand'^riog  in  the  myrtle  grove  j 
Reftore,  reftore  i:  urydice  to  life  : 
Oh,  Lake  the  hulband,  or  return  the  wife  t 

VII.  He 
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He  fung,  and  Hell  confenred 
To  hear  the  Poet's  prayer; 
Stern  Proferpine  relented,     , 
And  gave  him  back  the  Fair. 
Thus  fong  could  prevail 
O'er  Death  and  o'er  Hell, 
A  conquefl  how  hard  and  how  gloiious  ! 
Though  Fate  had  faft  bound  her 
With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 
Yet  Mufic  and  Love  were  victorious. 

EPIGRAM, 
ASCRIBED    TO     MR.     POPE, 


"C^  R  I  E  N  D,  for  your  Epitaphs  I  griev'd, 
■*-       Where  Hill  fo  much  is  faid. 
One  half  will  never  be  believ'd, 
The  other  never  read. 

*  It  is  not  generally  known,  that  the  perfon  here  intendt 
was  Dr.  Freind,  mailer  of  VVeilminfter  School.     N. 
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